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6 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Act L 

Though it do well, I do not relish well , 
Their loud applause, aiifl arc** vehement ; 
^or do I think the man of safe discretion. 
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 

Ang, The heavens give safety to your purposes ! 

Escal, Lead forth, and bring you back in happi* 
ness. 

Duke. I thank you : Fare you well. [£x»^. 

EscaL I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you 5 and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 
A power I have 5 but of what strength and nature 
I am not yet instructed. 

Ang, 'Tis. so with me: — ^Let us withdraw toge- 
ther. 
And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching tha^ point. 

EscaL 1*11 wait upon your honour, 

{^Exeufit. 

SCENE II. 
A Street. 

Enter Lucio and txvo Gentlemen. 

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come 
not to composition with the king of Hungary, why, 
then all the dukes fall upon the king, 

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the 
king of Hungary's ! 

2 Gent. Amen. 

* Haiiings* 
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Lucio, Thou condudest like the sanctimonious 
pirate^ that went to sea with the ten commandments, 
but scraped one out of the table. 

2 Gent, Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lucio, Ay, that he razed. 

1 Gent, Why, 'twas a conunandment to com- 
mand the captain and all the rest from their functions $ 
they put forth to steal : There's not a soldier of us 
all, that, in the thanksgiving before meat, doth re-^ 
lish the petition well that prays for peace. 

2 Gefit, I never heard any soldier dislike it. 
Lucio, I believe thee 3 for, I think, thou nevtt 

wast where grace was said. 

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at least. 

1 Gent, What ? in metre ? 

Lucio. In any proportion,' or in any language* 

1 Gent, I think, or in any religion. 

Lucio, Ay ! why not ? Grace is grace, despite of 
all controversy : As for example j Thou thyself art a 
wicked villain, despite of aU grace. 

1 Gent, Well, there went but a pair of sheers be- 
tween us. ' 

Ludo. I grant; as there may between the lists 
and the velvet : Thou art the list. 

1 Gent. And thou the Velvet : thou art good vel- 
vet 'y thou art a three-pil'd piece, I warrant thee i I 
had as lief be a list of an English kersey, as be pil'd, 
as thou art pil'd, for a French velvet. * . Do I speak 
feelingly now ? * 

9 Measure* « A cut of the same cloth. 

^ A jest on the loss of hair by the French diseast # 

c2 



8 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Act I. 

Lucio. I think thou dosft ; and, indeed, with most 
painful feeling of thy speech: I. will, out of thine 
own confession, learn to begin thy health 3 but, 
whilst I live, fbrget to drink after thee. 

1 Gent. I think, I have done myself ^ong 5 have 
I not ? , • . 

2 GfnL Yes, that thou hast 5 whether thou art 
tainted, or free. 

Lucio, Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation 
comes ! I have purchased as many diseases imder 
her roof^ as come to — 

2 Gent. To what, I pray ? 

1 Gent, Judge. 

2 Gent, To three thousand dollars a-year. 
1 Gent, Ay, and more. 

Jjucio, A French crown ' more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figiiring diseases in me : 
but tliou art full of error 5 I am soimd. 

Lucio, Nay, not as one would say, healthy ; but 
sore sound, asthings that are hollow : thy bones are 
hollow 5 impiety has made a feast of thee. 

Enter Bawd. 

1 Gent, How now ? Which of your hips has tlie 
most profound sciatica ? 

Bcniod, Well, well. 5 there's one yonder arrested, 
and carried to prison, was worth five thousand of 
you all. 

1 Gent. Who's that, I pray thee ? 

Ba-wd. Many, sir, that's Claudio, signior Claudio. 

3 Corona Venerlu 
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1 Gmf. Claudio to prison ! 'tis^ not so. 

Bawd, Nay, but I know, 'tis so : I saw him ar- 
rested 5 saw him carried away 5 and, which is more, 
within these three days his head's to be chopped off. 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not 
have it so : Art thou sure of this ? 

Bawd. I am too sure of it : and it is for getting 
madam Julietta with child. 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be : he promised to 
meet me two hours since i and he was ever precise in 
promise-keeping. 

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something 
near to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

1 Gent. But most of all, agreeing with the procla- 
mation. 
, Lucio. Away j let's go learn the truth of it. 

\_Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what wiih the 
sweat, * what with the gallows, and what with po** 
verty, I am custom-shrunk. How now ? what's the 
news with you? 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison. 
Bawd. Well 5 what has he done ? 
Ch. A woman. 
Bawd. But what's his offence ? 
Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 
Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him ? 
' Clo. No 5 bi^t there's a woman with maid by him : 
You have not heard of the proclamation, have you ? 

^ The sweating sickness. 
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10 ' MEASURE FOR MEASURE; Act I. 

Bawd. What, proclamation, man. 

CU>. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must be 
pluck'd down. 

Bawd, And what shall become of those in th^ city ? 

do. They shall stand for seed: they had gone 
down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Bawd. But shall all our houses of resort in the 
suburbs be pull'd down ? 

Clo, To the ground, mistress. 

Bawd. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the com* 
monwealth ! What shall become of me ? 

Clo. Come 5 fear not you 5 good counsellors lack 
no clients : though you change your place, you need 
not change your trade 5 I'll be your tapster still. 
Courage ; there will be pity taken on you : you that 
have worn your eyes almost out in the sei-vice, you 
will be considered. 

Bawd, What's to do here, Thomas Tapster } 
Let's withdraw. 

Clo, Here comes signior Claudio, led by the pro- 
vost to prison : and there's madam Juliet. lExcunt^ 

SCENE III. 

The same. 

Enter Vrowost,^ Claudio, Juliet, awrf Officers j 
Lucio, and two Grendemen. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to the 
world ? 
Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

♦ Gaoler* 
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Prffc. I do it not in evil disposition^ 
But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud, Thus can the demi-god. Authority, 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight.— 
The words of heaven 5— on whom it wiU, it will j 
On whom it will not, so ; yet still 'tis just. 

Lucto. Why, how now, Claudio? whence comet 
this restraint ? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty : 
As surfeit is the father of much fast. 
So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint : Our natures do puf sue, 
(Like Tat« that ravin ^ down their proper bane,) 
A thirsty evil 5 and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio, If I could speak so wisely under an arrestj 
I would send for certain of my creditors : And yet, 
to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of 
fireedom, as the morality of imprisonment. — ^What'i 
thy ofience, Claudio ? 

Claud, What, but to speak of would offend again. 

Ludo. What is it ? murder ? 

Claud, No. 

Jmcw. Lechery? 

Claud. Call it so. 

Prov. ' Away, sir ; you must go. 

Claud. One word, good friend: — Lucio, a word 
with you. [Takes him aside, 

Ludo, A hundred, if they'll do you any good.— 
Is lechery so look'd after ? 

Claud. Thus stands it with me:— Upon a true 
contr^t, 

s Vorsu^iously devour^ 
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I got possession of Julietta's bed 5 

You know the lady j she is fast my wife. 

Save that we do the denunciation lack 

Of outward order : this we came not to. 

Only for propagation of a dower 

Remaining in the coffer of her friends ; 

From whom we thought.it meet to hide pur love. 

Till time. had made them for us. But it chances. 

The stealthof our most mutual entertainment. 

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet. 

Lucio, With child, perhaps ? 

Claud. Unhappily, even so. 
And the new deputy now for the duke, — 
Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness 5 
Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride. 
Who, newly, in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur : 
Whether the tyranny be in his place. 
Or in his emihencQ that.fills it-up, 
I stagger in : — ^But thi§ ne\vc governor . ' * . * 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties; 
Which have, like unscour'd armour, hung by the wall 
So long, that nineteen zodiacks ^^ have gone round. 
And none of them been worn j and, fpr a name. 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 
Freshly on me : — 'tis surely, for a name. 

Lucio, I warrant, it is : and thy head stands so 
tickle 7 on thy shoulders, tliat a milk-maid, if she 
be in love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke, 
and appeal to him. 

• Yearly circles. 7 Ticklish. 
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Claud, I ^ave done so^ but he*s not to be found. 
I pr'ythee, Lucio^ do me this kind service : 
This day my sister should the cloister enter. 
And there receive her approbation : * 
Acquaint her with the danger of my state ; 
Implore her, in. my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy 5 bid herself assay him j 
I have great hope in that : for in her youth 
There is a prone ^ and speechless dialect. 
Such as moves men ; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse. 
And well she can persuade. 

lAu:io. I pray, she may: as well for the encou- 
ragement of the like, which else would stand imder 
grievous imposition ; as for the enjoying of thy life, 
who I would be sorry should be thus foolishly lost at 
a game of tick-tack. I'll to her. 

Claud, I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Lucio, Within two hours, 

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE IV. 
A Monastery. 

Enter Duke and Friar Thomas , 

Duhe, No ; holy father \ throw away that thought ; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom : ' why I desire thet 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 

• Enter on her probation. 9 Prompt, 

' Completely armed. 
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More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth, 

Fri, May your grace speak of it ? 

Duke, My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov'd the life removed 5 * 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies. 
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps ' 
1 have delivered to lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture,^ and firm abstinence,) 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me travelled to Poland 3 
For so I have strew'd it in the common ear. 
And so it. is receiv'd : Now, pious sir. 
You will demand of me, why I do this ? 

JFW. Gladly, my lord. 

Ihtke. We have strict statutes, and most biting laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs for head-strong steeds) 
Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep ; 
Even like an o'er-grown lion in a cave. 
That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch. 
Only to stick it in their children's sight. 
For terror, not to use 5 in time the rod 
Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd : so our decrees. 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Croes all decorum. 

Fri, It rested in your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleas'd : 

^ Retired. 3 Showy dress resides. s Strictness. 
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And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd. 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 

Sith ^ 'twas ray fault to give the people scope, 
Twould be jny tyranny to strike, and gall them 
For what 1 bid them do : For we bid this be done^ 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass. 
And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my fa* 

ther, 
I have on Angelo imposed the office 5 
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home^ 
And yet my nature never in the sight. 
To do it slander : And to behold his sway^ 
I wiU, as 'twere a brother of your order. 
Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee, , 
Supply pie with the habit, and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action^ 
At our more leisure shall I render you ; 
Only, this one : — Lord Angelo is precise j 
Stands at a guard "* with envy j scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we sec. 
If power change purpose, what our secmers be. 

lExcunf, 

< Since. 7 y^s defence. 
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SCENE V. ■ . 
A Nunnery. • • 

- .En^er Isabella and Fraxcisca, 

Jsab, And have you nuns no further privileges? 

Fran. Are not these large enough ? 

Isab, Yes, trujy : I speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sister-hood, the votarists of saint Clare. 

Lucio. Ho ! Peace be in this place ? ' [JFithin.. 

IscA. Who's that which calls > 

Fran, It i? a man's voice : .Ge;itle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of him j 
You may, I may riot j . you are, yet unsworn : 

ft * 

When you have vow'd, you niust not speak with men. 
But in the'presence of the prioress": 
Then, if you speak, you must hot show your face } 
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak. 
He calls again j I pray you, answer him. 

[Exit Francisca. 
Isab. Peace and prosperity! Who is't that calls? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be 5 as those cheek-roses 
Proclaim you are no less ! Can you so stead me. 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
Tocher unhappy brother Claudio ? 

Isab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me ask 5 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
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I am tliat Isabella^ and his. sister. 

Lucio, Gren;de and fair^ your brother kindlj greets 
. you: ... 

Not to be weary with you, he*8 in prison. 

Isab, Woe me ! For what ? 

lAicio, For that, which, if myself might be his judgCj 
He should receive his punishment in thanks : 
He hath got his -fifleil^ with child. 

Isab, Sir, make me not your story .• 

Lucio. It is true. 

I would not — though 'tis my familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest. 
Tongue/far frpm heart,— play with all virgins so : 
I hold you as a thing ensky'd, and sainted j 
By your renouncement, an immortal spirit i 
And to be talk'd with in sincerity. 
As with a saint. 

hub. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking me. 

loicio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, 9 'tis 
thus : 
Your brother and his lover have embrac*d : 
As those that feed grow full ; as blossoming time. 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison j' even so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tiltli* and husbandry. 

Uab, Some one with child by him?— My cousin 
Juliet ? 

Jjicio, Is she your cousin ? 

hab, Adoptedly 5 as school-maids change their 
names, 

' Da n«t make a jest of me. 9 In few and true wordi. 
^ Breeding plenty. ^ Tilling. 
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By vain though apt afiection. 

Ludo. She it i$. 

Jsab. O, let him many her! 

Ludo, This is the point. 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence 5 
Bore many gentlemen^ myself being one> 
In hand^ and hope of action : but we do learn 
By those that know the very nerves of state. 
His givings out were of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon his place. 
And with full line' of his authority. 
Governs lord Angelo 5 a man, whose blood 
Is very snow-broth 5 one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense 5 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. 
He (to give fear to use and liberty. 
Which have, for long, run by the hideous law. 
As mice by lions,) hath pick'd out an act. 
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it j 
And follows close the rigour of the statute. 
To make him an example : all hope is gone. 
Unless you have the graced by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo : And that's my pith 
Of business 'twixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ? 

hado. Has censur*d^ hira 

Already j and, as I hear, the provost hath 

A warrant for his execution. 

Isab, Alas ! what poor ability's in me 

3 Extent. 4 Power of gaining favour* 5 Sentenced. 
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To do him good ? 

Ludo. Assay the power you have. 

Isab. My power ! Alas ! I doubt,— 

Ludo* Our doubts are traitors. 

And make us lose the good we oft might win. 
By fearii^ to attempt : Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue. 
Men give like gods 5 but when they weep and kneel. 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe^ them. 

Isab, 1*11 see what I can do. 
Ludo. But speedily. 

Isab, 1 will about it straight } 
No longer staying but to give the mother ' 
Notice of my affeir. I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother : soon at night 
I'll send him certain word of my success. 

Ludo. I take my leave of you. 

Isab, Good sir, adieu. 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. A Hall in Angelo's House. 

Enter Angelo, Escalus, a Justice, Provost^ 
Officers, and other Attendants. 

Ang. We must not make a scare-crow of the law. 
Setting it up to fear* the birds of prey. 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

6 Have. 7 Abbess. * Scare. 
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Escal. Ajj but yet 

Lef u& be keen^ and rather cut a little^ 
Than fall^ and bruise to death : Alas ! this gentleman^ 
Whom I would save^ had a most noble father. 
Let but your honour know,^ 
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,) 
That, in the working of your own afiections. 
Had time cohered ■ with place, or place with wishing. 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attained the effect of your own purpose. 
Whether you had not sometime in your life 
Err*d in this point which now you censure him. 
And pull*d the law upon you. « 

Ang, 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny. 
The jury, passing on the prisoner's life. 
May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try : What's open made to 

justice. 
That justice seizes. What know the laws. 
That thieves do pass * on thieves ? 'Tis very preg- 
nant, ' 
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it. 
Because we see it ; but what we do not see. 
We tread upon, and never think of it^ 
You may not so extenuate his offence. 
For 4 I have had such faults 5 but rather tell me. 
When I, that censure^ him, do so offend. 
Let mine own judgment pattern out ray death. 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 

• Examine. 'Suited. ^ Pass judgment. 

3 Plain. 4 Because. s Sentence. 
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Escal, Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang, Where is the provost ? 

Pnw. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang, See that Claudia 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared ; 
For that's the utmost of his pilgrima^. 

lExit ProvoBt4 

Escal. Well, heaven forgive him ; and forgive us all ! 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 
Some run from brakes^ of vice, and answer none; 
And soine condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Fkoth, Clown, Officers, ^r. 

a. I 

EUf. Come, bring them away : if these be good 
people in a common-weal,^ that do nothing but use 
their abuses in conmion houses, I know no law^ 
bring them away. 

4ng, How now, sir! What's your name? and 
what's the matter ? 

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor duke'9 
constable, and my name is Elbow 5 I do lean upon 
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good 
honour two notorious benefactors. 

Aug, Benefactors? Well; what benefactors are 
they ? are they not malefactors ? 

Elb. If it please your honour, I know not well 
what they are ^ but precise villains they are, that 
I am sure of; and void of all profanation in the 
world, that good christians ought to have. 

< Thick«ts» thoniy paths of ytce. ? Wealth. 
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Escdl. This comes off well 5 • here*8 a wise of- 
ficer. 

Aug. Go to : What quality are they of? Elbow is 
your name ? Why dost thou not speak. Elbow? 

Clo. He cannot, sir 5 he's out at elbow. 

Aug, What are you, sir ? 

EW. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel'-bawdj one 
that serves a bad woman ) ^whose house, sir, was, as 
they say, pluck*d down in the suburbs } and now 
she professes ' a hot-house, which^ I think, is a very 
ill house too. 

Eacal. How know you that ? ' 

EXb. My wife, sir, whom I detest* before heaven 
and your honour, — 

Escal. How! thy wife? ' 

EW, Ay, sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest 
woman,— 

EscaL Dpst thou detest her therefore ? 

EU). I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well 
as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd's house, 
it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty house.- 

Escal, How dost thou know that, constable ? 

EJh. Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had 
been a woman cardinally given, might have been 
accused in fornication, adultery^ and all undeaoliness 
there. 

Escal. By the woman's means ? 

EW. Ay, sir, by mistress Oy^done's means : but 
'to she spit in his &ce, so she defied him. 

Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so. 

« Well told. 9 Partly. 

^ Keeps a bagnio, •- « For Protest. 
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Elb. Prove, it before these varlets here> thou ho 
nourable man^ prove it. 
Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces ? 

[To AnOELO; 

Clo. Sir, she cam^ in great with child 3 and long- 
ing (saving your honour's reverence,) for stewed 
prunes; sir, we had but two in the house, which at 
that very distant time stood, as it were, in a fruit- - 
dishi a dish of some three pence; your honours have 
seen such dishes 5 they are not China dishes, but very 
good dishes. 

Escal. Go to, go to 5 no matter for the dish, sin 

Clo, No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are therein 
in the right : buti to the point : As I say this mistress 
Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being great 
belly*d, and longing, as I said, for prunes ; and having 
but two in the dish, as I said, master Froth here, this 
very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I 
say, paying for them very honestly ;— for, as you 
know, master Froth, I cou'd not give you three ^nce 
agsdn. 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Clo, Very well: you being then, if you be remem- 
ber'd, cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes. 

Froth, Ay, so I did, indeed. 

Cio. Why, very weU : I telling you then, if you b© 
lemember'd, that such a one, and such a one, were 
past cure of the thing you wot of, unless they kept 
veiy good diet, as I told you. 

Froth, All this is true. 

Clo. Why, very well then. 

x>2 
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Escd. Qomey jm are a tedious fool : to the pur- 
pose. — ^What was done to £lbow*8 wife^ that he hath 
cause to complain of? Ck)me me to what was done to 
her. 

Clo. Sir^ your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Escal. No^ sir, nor I mean it not. 

Clo, Sir, but you shall come to it, by your honour*! 
feave : And, I beseech you, look into master Froth 
here, sir 5 a man of fourscore pound a year; whose 
father died at Hallowmas : — ^Was^ not at Hallowmas^ 
master Froth > 

Froth. All-hoUond' eve. 

Clo, Why, very well; I hope here be truths : He, 
sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower* chair, sir 5— 'twas in 
the Bunch of Grapes, where, indeed, you have a de- 
light to sit: Have you not? 

Ffoth, I have so; because it is an open room, and 
good for winter. 

Cb, Why, vtery weD then;— I hope here be truthi. 

Ang, This will last out a night in Russia, 
When nights are longest there : 1*11 take my leave^ 
And leave you to the hearing of the cause ; 
Hoping, you'll find good cause to whip them all. 

Eical, I think no less : Good morrow to yoUr lord- 
ship. [Exit Anoelo. 
Now, sir, come on : What was done to Elbow's wife, 
once more? 

Ch. Once, sir? there was nothing done to hef 
•nee. 

EU), I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man 
did to my wife. 

3 Eve of All Siunts day. , '^Eftsy^ 
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do. I beseech your honour^ ask me. 

EscaL Well, ?ir: Wh^t did this geptleman to her? 

do. I beseech you, sir,^ look in this gentleman'^ 
lace: — Good master Froth, look upon his honour; 
*tis for a good purpose : Doth your honour mark hit 
face? 

Escal, Ay, sir, very well. 

C/b. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 

Escal. Well I do so. I 

Clo. Doth your honour see aiiy harm in his face? 

Escal. Why, no. 

Clo, I'll be supposed^ upon a book, his face is 
the worst thing about him : Good then *, if his face 
be the worst thing about hiip, how could masjter 
Frodi 4o the constable's wife any harm? I would 
know that of your honour. * 

Escal, He's in the right : Ck)nstable, what say you 
to it? 

Elb. First, an it like you, the house is a respected 
house; next, this is a respected fellow; and his 
mistress is a respected woman. 

Clo. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more respected 
person than any of us all. 

Elb. Vailet, thouliestj thouliest, wicked varlet: 
the time is yet to come, that she was ever respected 
iriih man, woman, or child. 

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before he 
married with her. 

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice^ or Ini- 
quity?* Is this true? 

EBf, O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou wicked 

5 Deposed, swQm. ^ Constable ot clown. 
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Hannibal!'' I respected with her, before I was married 
to her? If ever I was respected with her, or she 
with me, let not your worship think me the poor 
duke's officer : — Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, 
or I'll have mine action of battery on thee. 

Escal, If he took you a box o' ear, you might have 
your action of slander too'. 

Elb, Marry, 1 thank your good worship for it: 
What is't your worship's pleasure I should do with 
this wicked caitiff? 

' Escal, Truly, officer, because he hath some of-? 
fences in him, that thou wouldst discover if thou 
couldst, let him continue in his courses, till thou 
know'st what they are. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it i — Thou 
seest, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upoa 
thee J thou art to continue now, thou variety thou 
art to continue. 

Escal , Where were you born, friend? 

[7b Froth. 
Troth, Here ip Vienna, sir. 
Eacal, Are you of fourscore pounds a year? 
Troth, Yes, and't please you, sir. 
EscaL So. — ^What trade are you of, sir? 

[7b the Clown 
Clo, A tapster 5 a poor widow's tapster. 
Escal. Your mistress's name? 
Clo, Mistress Over-done. 

Tjscal, Hath she had any more than one husband? 
Clo. Nine, sir -, Over-done by the last. 
fiscal. Nine!— Come hither to me, master Froth, 

f For canibal. 
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Master Frothy I would not have you acquainted with 
tapsters 5 they will dxsw you, master Frothy and you 
ViU hang them: Get you gone^ and let me hear no 
more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worship : For mine own part^ 
I never come intp any room in a taphouse^ but I am 
drawn in. 

Escal. Well 3 no more of it> master Froth: fare* 
well. lExit FaoT a .]— Come you hither to me, master 
tapster; whats your name, master tapster? 

Clo, TPompey. 

Eacal. What else? 

Clo. Bum, sir. 

Escal. Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing 
rixiut you$ 80 that, in the beastliest sense, you are 
Pompey the great. Fompey, you are partly a bawd, 
Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster. 
Are you not? come, tell me true; it shall be the 
better for you. 

Clo, Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow, that would 
live. 

Escal, How would you live, Pompey? by being a 
bawd? What do you think of the trade, Fompey? is 
it a lawful trade? 

Clo. If the law would allow it, sir. 

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Fompey; nor 
it shall pot be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo, Does your worship mean to geld and spay all 
the youth in the city ? 

Eseal, No, Fompey. 

Clo, Truly, sir, iq my poor opinion, they will to't 
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then: If your worship will take order* for the drabs ' 
and the knaves^ you need not to feai; the bawds. 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell' 
you : It is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten year together, you'll be glad to give out 
a commission for more heads. If this law hold in 
Vienna ten year, I'll rent the fairest house in it, after 
three pence a bay : If you live to see this come to 
pass, say, Pompey told you so. ' • 

Escal, Thank you, good Pompey : and, in requital 
of your prophecy, hark you, — ^I advise you, let me 
not find you before me again upon any complaint 
whatsoever, no, not for dwelling where you do ^ if I 
do, Pompey, 1 shall beat you to your tent, and prove 
a shrewd Caesar to youj in plain dealing, Pompey, 
I shall have you whipt : so for this time, Pompey, 
fare you well. 

Clo, 1 thank your worship for your good counsel j 
but I shall follow it, as tlie flesh and fortune shall 
better determine. 

Whip me? No, no; let carman whip his jade 5 
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade. [E«V. 

Escal, Come hither to me, master Elbow; come 
hither, master Constable. How long have you been 
in this place of constable? 

Elb, Seven year and a half, sir. 

Escai, I thought, by your readiness in the office, 
you had continued in it some time : You say, seven 
years together? 

• Measures. 
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Elb, And a half> sir. 

Escal. Alas! it hath been great pains to you! Th^ 
do you wrong to put you so oft upon*t : Are there 
not men in your ward sufficient to serve it ? 

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters; 
as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for 
them; I do it for some piece of money, and go 
through with all. 

Escal. Look you, bring me in the names of some 
six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 

Elb. To your worship's house, sir ? 

Escal, To my house: Fare you well. [EjwV. El- 
bow.] What's o'clock, think you ? 

Jtist, Eleven, sir. 

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Just, I humbly thank you. 

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio^ 
But there's no remedy. 

Just, Lord Angelo is severe. 

Escal. It is but needfiil : . 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so j 
Pardon is stiU the nurse of second woe : 
But yet, — Poor Claudio ! — ^There's no remedy. 
Come, sir. [ Exeunt * 

SCENE II. 

Another Room in the same. 

Filter Provost and a Servant. 

Serv. He's hearing of a cause 5 he will come 
straight, 
ril tell him of you. 
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Prov. fray you, do. lExit Servant.] I'D know 
His pleasure > may be, he will relent : Alas, 
He hath but as offended in a dream ! 
All sects, all ages smack of this vice 3 and he 
Tq die for it!-- 

Ejiter Angelo, 

Afig. Now, what's the matter, provost? 

Prao. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 

Ang, Did I not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not order ? 
Wjiy dost thou ask again ? 

Prffc. Lest I might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen. 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang. Go to; let that be mine: 

Do you your office, or give up your place, 
. And you shall well be spar'd. 

Prov, 1 crave your honour's pardon .-i* 

What shaU be done, sir, with the groanii^g Juliet ? 
She's very near her hour. 

Ang, Dispose of her 

To sqme more fitter place j and that with speed. 

Rerenter Servant. 

Sere. Here is the sister of the man condemn'd. 
Desires access to you. 

Ang, Hath he a sister? 

Prao, Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous ni^id. 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood. 
If not already. 
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Jng. Well, let her be admitted. 

lExit Servant. 
See you, the fornicatress be remoVdj 
Let her have needful> but not lavish, means j 
There shall be order for It. 

Enter Lucio and Isabella. 

Prov, Save your honour! [Offering to retire, 

Ang. Stay a little while.-^[ro Isab,] You are 
welcome : What's your will I 

Isab, I am a woeful suitor to your honour^ 
please but jour honour bear me. 

Ang, Well } what's your suit ? 

Isab, There is a vice, that most I do abhor. 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice; 
For which I would not plead, but that I must; 
For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war, *twixt will, and will not. 

Jng. Well; die matter? 

Isab, I have a brother is condemn*d to die : 
I do beseech you, let it be his fault, . 
And pot my brother. 

Prcto, Heaven give thee moving graces ! 

Ang, Conden^ the fault, and not the actor of it! 
Why, every fault's condemned, ere it be done : 
Mine were the very cipher of a function. 
To £nd the faults, whose fine stands in record. 
And let go by the actor. 

Isab. O just, but severe law! 

J had a brother then.— Heaven keep your honour! 

[Retiring. 



32 MEASURE fOR MEASURE. Act IL 

Iaioo. [To Is a b.] Give't not o'er so : to him again, 
intreat him ; 
Elneel down before him, hang upon his gownj 
You are too cold: if you should need a pin. 
You could not with more tame a tongue desire it :< 
To him, I say. 

IscA* Must he needs die ? 
. Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isab, Yes 3 I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 

Ang. I will not do't. 

Isab, But can you, if you would? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 

Isab. But might you do*t, and do the world no 
wrong. 
If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse' 
As mine is to him ? 

Ang. He's sentenc'd^ 'tis too late. 

Xi/do, You are too cold [To Isabella. 

Isab. Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a word^ 
May call it back again: Well believe* this. 
No ceremony that to great ones 'longs. 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace^ 
As mercy does. If he had been as you. 
And you as he, you would have slipt like him 5 
But be, like you, would not have been so stem. 

Ang. Pray you, begone. 

Isab. 1 would to heaven I had your potency. 
And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus ? 

» Pity. » Be assured. 
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Noj I would teU what 'twere to be a judge^ 
And what a prisoner. 

Lucio. Ay^ touch him : there's the vein. ^Aside* 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law,' 
And you but waste 3rour words. 

Uab, Alas! alas! 

Why> all the souls that were, were forfeit oncei 
And He that might the vantage best have took. 
Pound out the remedy : How would you be> 
If he, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are? O, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips. 
Like man new made. 

Ang, Be you content, fair maid; 

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my kinsman^ brother, or my son. 
It should be thus with him \ — ^he must die to-morrow. 

hab. To-morrow? O, that*^ sudden! Spare him, 
spare him : 
He*a not prepared for death ! Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season;' shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
Toour gross selves? Good, good my lord, bethink 

you: 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There's many have committed it. 

Lucio^ Ay, well said. 

Ang. The law hath hot been dead, though it hath 
skpt : 
Those many had not dar'd to do that evil. 
If the first man that did the edict infringe, 

' • Whw in icwon. 
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Had answer'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake } 
Takes note of what is done 5 and, like a prophet^ 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evilsi 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv*d> 
And so in progress to be hatch'd and born,) 
Are now to have no successive degrees. 
But, where they live, to end. 

Isab, Yet show some pitj 

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice ; 
For then I pity those I do not know. 
Which a dismiss*d ofience would after gall^ 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied; 
Your brother dies to-morrow; be content. 

Isab, So you must be the first, that gives thi 
sentence: 
And he, that suffers : O, it is excellent 
To have a giant's strength 5 but it is ^annous 
To use it like a giant. 

Luch, That's well said. 

Tsab, Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jo\^ would ne'er be quiet. 
For every pelting,^ petty officer. 
Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing bu 

thunder. 
Merciful heaven ! 

Hiou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Split*st the unwedgeable and gnarled ^ oak. 
Than the soft mjrrtle;— O, but ihan, proud man! 
Drest in a little brief authority; 

♦ Paltry. f Knotted, 
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Most ignorant of what he*8 most assur*d^ 

His glassy essence^ — ^like an angry ape. 

Plays such fantastick tricks before high heaven^ 

As make the angels weep; who, with our spleens. 

Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

Lucio, O, to him, to him, wench: he will relent f 
He's coming, I perceive't. 

Prov, Pray heaven, she win him! 

hab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself : 
Great men may jest with saints: *tis wit in th^m; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 

Ludo, Thou*rt in the right, girl 5 more o* that 

lioh. That in the captain's but a cholerick word^ 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 

Lucio, Art advis'd o* that ? more on*t. 

Ang, Why do you put these sayings upon me? 

hab. Because authority, though it err like others^ , 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself. 
That skins the vice o* the top: Go to your bosom; 
Knock there; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That*8 like my brother's fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his. 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue . 
Against my brother's life. 

Ang, She speaks, and 'tis 

Such Bense> that my sense breeds with it. Fare 
you well. 

Isab. Qentk my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I vill bethink me : — Come again to-morrow. 

hob. Hark, how I'll bribe you: Good my lord, 
turn back. 

Ang, JJow! bribe me? 
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Isab. Ay, with such gifls^ that heaven shaU share 
with you. 

Luoio. You had marr*d all else. 

Isab, Not with fond shekels of the tested^ gold> 
Or stones^ whose ratesi are either rich, or poor. 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers. 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there, 
£re sun-rise 5 prayers from preserved "^ souls. 
From fajsting maid8> whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang, Well : come to me 

To-morrow. 

Ludo, -Go to; it is well ; away. [^Aside to Isabel. 

Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe ! 

Ang, Amen: fori 

Am that way going to temptation, lAside. 

Where prayers cross. 

Isab. At what hour to-morrow 

Shell I attend your lordship ? 

Ang. At any time *fore noon. 

Is(df, Save your honour ! 

^ExeiuU Lucio, Isabella, and Provost. 

Aug. From thee ; even from thy virtue !— 

What*s this? what's this? Is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most? Ha! 
Not she; nor doth she tempt : but it is I, 
That lying by the violet, in the sun. 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be, 
That modesty may more betray our sense 

c Attested, stamped. 
^ Preserved fcom the oorruption of the world. 



Smelll. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 37 

iThan woman's lightness? Having waste grouiid 

enough^ 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary^ 
And pitch our evils there ?^ O, fy, fy, fy! 
What dost thou ? or what art thou^ Angelo? 
Dost thou desire her foully, for those things 
That make her good ? O, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority. 
When judges steal themselves^ What ? do I love her> 
That I desire to hear her speak again. 
And feast upon her eyes ? What is*t I dream on ? 

cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint. 
With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To sin in loving virtue : never could the strumipet^ 
With all her double vigour, art, and nature. 
Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite |— Ever, till now. 
When men were fond, I smil'd, and wonder'd how^ 

[Exit. 

SCENE lit. 

A Room in a Prison, 

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, and Provost. 

Dvhe, Hail to you, provost ! so, I think you are. 
Pror< I am the provost : What's your will, good 

friar > 
Duke» Bound by my charity, and my bless*d order, ^ 

1 come to visit the afflicted spirits 

> See 2 Kings, x. 27. 
vot. IX, - E 
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Here in the prison : do me the common riglk 
To let me see them; and to make me know 
The natme of their crimes^ that I may miilister 
To them accordingly. 

Froro, I would do more than that^ if more were 
needful. 

Enter Juliet. 

Look^ here comes one; a gentlewoman of mine^ 
Who falling in the flames of her own youths 
Hath blister'd her report : She is with child ; 
And he that got it, sentenced : a young ma» • 
More fit to do another such ofience^ 
Than die for this. 

Jhike. When must he die ) 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. — 
I have provided for you; stay a While, {To Juliet. 
And you shall be conducted. 

Duke, Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 

Juliet. I do; and bear the shame most patiently. 

Duke, m teach you how you shall arraign your 
conscience. 
And try your penitence, if it be sound. 
Or hollowly put on. . 

Juliet. I'll gladly learn. ^ 

Duke, Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 

Juliet, Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him. 

Duke, So then, it seems, your most oflenceful act 
Was mutually committed? 

J^iet, Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his. 

Juliet, I do confess it, and rejpent it, father. 
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Duke. 'Til meet so, daughter: But leit you do 
repent;, 
Ai that the lin hath broug^ you to this shame,— 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not heaven i 
Sliowing, we*d not spare*> heaven, as we love it. 
But as we stand in fear,— 

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil ; 
And take the shame with joy. 

Duke. There rest. 

Your partner, as I hear, must di^ to-morrow. 
And I am going widi instruction to him.— 
Grace go with you! Bcnedicitef {Exit. 

Juliet. Must die to-morrow ! O, injurious love. 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror! 

Prov. Tis pity of him. lExeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
A Room in Angelo's Houa. 

Enter Ano£LO. 

Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 
To several subjects: heaven hath my empty words j 
Whilst my inventioui hearing not my tongue. 
Anchors on Uabel : Heaven in my mouth. 
As if I did but only chew his name ; 
And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception : The state, whereon I studied, 
Ii like a good thing, being often read, 

4 

9 Spare to oWsnd heaven. 
£2 
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Grown fear'd and tedious ; yea, my gravity. 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride. 
Could I, with boot,' change for an icUe plume. 
Which the air beats for vain. O place! O form! 
How oflen dost thou with thy case,* thy habit. 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming ? Blood, thou still art blood : 
Let*s write good angel on the devil*s horn, 
'Tis not the devil's crest. 

Enter Servant 

How now, who's there? 

Stro, One Isabel, a sister. 

Desires access to ypu. 

Aug. Teadi her the way. [Exit Serv. 

O heavens ! 

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart ; 
Making both it uiiable for itself. 
And dispossessing all the bther parts 
Of necessary fitness > 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons^ 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
'By which he should revive : and even so 
The general, ' subject to a well-wish'd king. 
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Croud to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. 

Enter Isabella. 

How now, fair maid? 
Imh, I am come to know your pleasure. 

^Profit. * Outside. 3 |>eople. 
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Ang. That you might know it^ would much better 
please me. 
Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot live. 

Isab, Even so ?-^Heaven keep your honour ! • 

IRetiring. 

Ang. Yet may he live a while j and, it may be. 
As long as you, or I : Yet he must die. 

Isab. Under your sentence ? 

Ang. Yea, 

Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve. 
Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted. 
That his soul sicken not. n 

Ang. Ha ! Pyre, these filthy vices! It were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit . 
Their sawcy sweetness, that do coin heaven*s image. 
In stamps that are forbid: 'tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made. 
As to put mettle in restrained means. 
To make a false one. 
• Isab. *TiB set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 

Ang. Say you so ? then I shall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather. That the most just law 
Now took your brother's life ^ or, to redeem him. 
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness. 
As she that he hath stain'd ? 

Isab. Sir, believe this, 

I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Ang. 1 talk not .of your soul 5 Our compell'd sins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 

Is(df. How say yjou ? 

Ang. JSaj, ril not warrant that^ for I can speak 



r 
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Against the thing I say. Answer to this ;— • 
I, now the voice of the recorded law. 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life : 
Might there, not be a charity in sin. 
To save this brother^s life ? ^ 

Isab. Please you to do*t, 

1% take it as a peril £o my soul. 
It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Jng, Pleased you to do't, at peril of your soul. 
Were equal poize of sin and charity. 
. Isab, That I do beg his life, if it be sin. 
Heaven, let me bear it! you granting of my suit. 
If that be sip, 1*11 make it pay mom prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine. 
And nothing of your, answer^ 

Aug, Nay, but hear me: 

Your sepse pursues not nune : either you are ignc^ant. 
Or seem so, craftily; and that* s not good. 

Isabp Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good. 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright, 
When it doth tax itself: as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield'^ beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could displa3red. — ^But mark me; 
To be received plain, I*U speak more gross : 
Your brother is to die. 

Isab, So. 

'Aiig. And his offence is sp, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain.^ 

Isab. True. 

A^gp Admit no ot)ier way to save his life, 

4 Enshieldedi covered. s Penalty. 
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(As I subscribe^ not that, nor smy other^ 
But in the loss of question^)'' that you^ his sister^ 
Finding yourself desired of such a person. 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place. 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-binding law} and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay 4own the treasures of your body 
To this suf^sed, or else let him suffer } 
What would you do ? 

Isab, As much for my poor brother, as myself: 
That hf Were I under the terms of death. 
The impression of keen whips I'd wear as rubies. 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere I*d yield 
My body up to shame. 

Ang. Then must your brother die. 

Isab. And 'twere the cheaper way : 
Better it wese, a brother died at once. 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him. 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That you have slander'd so > 

Isab. Ignomy* in ransom, and free pardon. 
Are of two houses : lawful mercy is 
Nothing akin to foul redemption. 

Ang, You seem*d of late to make the law a tyrant 5 
And rather proved the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Isab, O, pardon me, my lord; it oft faUs out. 
To have what we*d have, we speak not what we meap : 

^ Agrpe to« 7 Conyersation. * Ignominy* 
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I something do excuse the thing I hate^ 
For his advantage that I dearly love. ' 

Ang, We are all frail. 

Iwb, Else let my brother die. 

If not a feodary,^ but otily he. 
Owe,' and succeed by weakn\9ss. 

Ang, Nay, women are frail too, 

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view them* 
selves 5 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women !— Help heaven ! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times l&ail} 
For we are soft as our complexions are. 
And credulous to false prints.* 

Ang. 1 think it well : 

And from this testimony of your own sex, 
(Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger 
Than fav4ts may shake our frames,) let me be bold;— < 
I do arrest your words ; Be that you are. 
That is, a woman; if you be more, you're none; 
If you be one, (as you are well express -d 
By all external warrants,) show it novr, 
"By putting on the destin*d livery. 

Isab. I have no tongue but one: gentle my lord. 
Let me intreat you speak the former language. 

Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 
^ Isab. My brother did love Juliet; and you tell me. 
That he shall ^ie for it. 

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 

Is^. I know, your virtue hath a licence in't. 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 

9 Associate. > Own. ^ Ixnpfessioas. 
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To pluck on others. 

Jng, Believe me^ on mine honour. 

My words express my purpose. 

Isab. Ha! little honour to be much believ'd. 
And most pernicious purpose!— deeming, seeming! J— 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo } look for*t < 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother. 
Or, with an outstretched throat, 1*11 tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou art. ' 

Ang, Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 

My imsoil'd name, the austereness of my life. 
My vouch* against you, and my place i*the state. 
Will so your accusation overweigh. 
That you shall stifle in your own report. 
And smell of calumny. I have begun ; 
And now I give my sensual race the rein : 
Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite | 
Lay by pll nicety, and prolixious^ blushes. 
That banish what they sue for j redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my will j 
Or else he must not only die the death. 
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrow. 
Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 
I'll prove a tyrant to him : As for you. 
Say what you can, my false o*erweighs your true. 

Uab. To whom shall I complain? Did I tell this. 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths. 
That b^ar in them one and the self-same tongue^ 
Either of condenmation or approof ! 

3 Hypocrisy. ♦Attestatioa. 5 Reluctant. 
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Bidding the law make court'sy to their willj 

Hooking both right and wrong to tlie appetite^ 

To follow as it draws ! I'll to my brother : 

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the bloody 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour^ 

That had he twent}(,.head8 to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he*d )rield them up. 

Before his sister should her body stoop 

To such abhorr*d pollution. 

Then Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

1*11 tell him yet of Angdo's request. 

And fit his mind to death, for his soui*s rest. lExit, 

ACT III. 
SCENE I. 4 Room in the Prism. . 

Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 
Angelo ? 

CUmd. The miserable have no other medicine. 
But only hope : 
I have hope to live, and am prepared to die. 

Duke. Be absolute^ fqr death; either death, or life. 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life,— ^ 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a breath tiiou art, - 
(Servile to all the skiey influences,) 
That dost this habitation, where thou keep*st. 
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's foolj , 

* Petcrroined. 
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For him thoa labour*st by thy flight to shun^ 
And yet run*st toward htm still: Thou art not noble j 
For aill the accommodations that thou bear'st^ 
Are nurs*d by baseness : Thou art by no means valiant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : Thy best of rest is sleep^ 
And that thou oft provok'st^ yet grossly fear*st 
Thy deaths which is no more. Thou art not thyself j 
For thou exist* St on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust : Happy thou art not : 
For what thou hast not^ still thou striv'st to get; 
And what thou hast^ forget*st: Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifb to strange effects,? 
After the moon : If thou art rich> thou art poor ; 
For^ like an ass^ whose back with ingots bows. 
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey. 
And death unloads thee : Friend hast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire. 
The mere efiusion of thy proper loins. 
Do curse the gout, serpigo,' and the rheum> 
For ending thee no sooner: Thou hast nor youth, nor 

age; 
But, as it were, an after-dinner*s slec^p. 

Dreaming on both : for ail thy blessed youth 

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palsied eld ;9 and when thou art old, and rich. 

Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty. 

To make thy riches pleasant. Whats yet in this. 

That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life 

Ike hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear> 

That makes these odds all even. 

^ A^ts, affections. * Leprous eroptions. Old »ge^ 
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Claud, I humbly thank yoii. 

To sue to live^ I find^ I seek to die 5 
And^ seeking destth^ iind life : Let it come on. 

Enter Isabei^la. 

Isah, What, ho! Peace here 5 grace and good 
company! 

Frov. Who's there? come in: the wish deser\'es 
a welcome. 

Dtike. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again. 

Chtd. Most holy sir, I thank you. 

Isab. My business is a word or two with Claudio. 

Pro"^. And very welcome. Look, signior^ here's 
your sister. 

Dvke. Provost, a word with you . 

Trov, As many as you please. 

Duke. Bring them to speak, where I may be con- 
ceal'd. 
Yet hear them. - [Exeunt Duke and Provost. 

Clavd, Now, sister^ what*s the comfort ? 

Isab, Why, as all comforts are 5 most good in deed : 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven. 
Intend^ you for his swift embassador, 
. Where you shall be an everlasting leiger :' 

Therefore your best appointment* make with speed; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Clavd, Is there no remedy ? 

Isab. None, but such remedy, as to save a head. 
To cleave a heart in tw^n. 

CUmd. But is there any ? 

Isah, Yes, brother, you may live; 

' Resident. * Preparation, 
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There is a devilish mercy in the judge^ 
I! you*ll implore it^ that will free your life. 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance ? 

Isab. Ay, just, perpetual durance 5 a restraint. 
Though all the world's vastidity ' you had. 
To a determined scope. 

Claud. But in what nature > 

Is(d>. In such a one as (you consenting to't) 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear. 
And leave you naked. 

Cktud. Let me know the point., 

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake. 
Lest thou a feverous life dhould'st entertain. 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon. 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why giye you me this shame ? 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 
I win encounter darkness as a bride. 
And hug it in mine arms. 

Isab. There spake my brother 5 there my father's 
grave 
Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 
Thou art too -noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outMrard-sainted depufy,— 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 

3 Vastnefs of extent. 
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Nips youth i'the head^ and follies doth enmew,* 
As falcon doth the fowl, — ^is yet a devil j 
His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud, The princely Angelo ? 

Is(d). O4 'tis the cunning livery of hell. 
The damned'st body to invest and cover 
In princely guards!^ Dost thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity. 
Thou mighfst be freed ? 

Claud, O, heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this rank 
offence. 
So to offend him still : Thig night's the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name. 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Clcmd, Thou shalt not do't 

Isab. O, were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly^ as a pin. 

Claud, tThanks, dear Isabel. 

Isab, Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morn>w. 

Claud, Yes. — ^Has he affections in him, 
IThat thus can make him bite the law by the nose^ 
When he would force it? Sure it is no sin; 
Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

Isab. Which is the least ? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise^ 
Why, would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably ' fin'd ? — O Isabel ! 

Isab, What says my brother? 

4 Shut up. 5 Laced robes. ^ Freelf . 7 Lastuigly. 
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Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isab. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay^ but to die^ and go we know not where; 
To lie in cold obstruction^ and to rot: 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod^ and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods^ or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice; 
To be imprison*d in the viewless ^ winds^ 
And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those^ that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! — *tis too horrible ! 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life. 
That age^ ach, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of deadi. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 

Clatid. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother*8 life. 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far. 
That it becomes a virtue^ 

Isab, O, you beast!. 

O, faithless coward ! O, dishon^t wretch t 
Wilt thou be oiade a man out of my vice ? 
Is't not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister^s shame ? What should I think } 
Heaven shield, my mother play*d my father fair ! 
For such a warped slip of wilderness^ 
Ne*er isSQ*d firom lus blood. Take my defiance : ' 
D^3 perish! might but my bending down 

* laTisiblc. s Wildnrss. > Refusal. 



I. 
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Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
.No word to save thee* 

CUxud. Nay, Hear me, Isabel. 

Uab. O, fye, fye, fye ! 

Thy sin*s not accidental, but a trade :* 
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd : 
'Tis best that thou diest quickly. iQoiffg- 

Claud, O hear me, Isabella. 

Re-enter Duke. 

Duke, Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one 
word 

Isab, What is yoUr will ? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I 
would by and by have some speech with you : - the 
satisfaction I would require, is likewise your own 
benefit. 

Isab, 1 have no superfluous leisure; my stay must 
be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will attend you 
a while. 

Duke. [To Claudio, aside.li Son, I have over* 
heard what hath past between you and your sister. 
Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her; only he 
hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise his judg- 
ment with the disposition of natures : she, having 
the truth of honour in her, hath m^de him that graci- 
ous denial which he is most glad to receive : I am 
confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be true; 
therefore prepare yourself to death : Do not satisfy 
your resolution with hopes that are fallible : to- 

* An established habit. 
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morrow you must die; go to your knees^ and make 
ready. 

Claud, L^t me ask my sister pardon. I am so out 
of love with life^ that I will sue to be rid of it. 

Duke, Hold ' you there : Farewell. 

lExit Claud 10. 

Re'-enicr Provost. 

Provosti a word with you. 

ProT, What's your will, father ? 

Duke, That now you are come, you will be gone ; 
Leave me a while with the maid ; my mind promises 
with my habit, no loss shall touch her by my com- 
pany. 

Prov, In good time. [EjreY Provost. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath 
made you good: the goodness, that is cheap in beauty^ 
makes beauty brief in goodness; but grace, being the 
soul of your complexion, should keep the body of it 
ever fair. The assault, that Angelo hath made to 
you, fortune hath convey'd to my understanding ; 
and, but that frailty hath examples for his falling, I 
should wonder at Angelo. How would you do to 
content this substitute, and to save your brother. 

Isab, I am now going to resolve him : I had rather 
my brother die by the law, than my son should be 
unlawfully bom. But O, how much is the good duke 
deceived in Angelo ! If ever he return, and I can 
speak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or discover 
his government. 

) Continue in that resolution. 
VOL. II. F 
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Duke. That shall not be much amiss : Yet^ as the 
matter now stands^ he will avoid your accusation; he 
made trial of you only. — Therefore, fasten your ear 
on my adviskigs \ to the love I have in doing good, 
a remedy presents itself. I do make myself believe^ 
that you may most uprighteously do a poor wronged 
lady a merited bene'fit; redeem your brother from the 
angry law j do no stain to your own gracious per- 
son 3 and much please the absent duke, if, peradven^ 
ture, he shall ever return to have hearing of this 
business. 

Isab. Let me hear you speak further ; I have spirit 
to do any thing that appears not foul in the truth of 
my spirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful. 
Have you not heard speak of Mariana the sister of 
Frederick, the great soldier> who miscarried at sea ? 

Isab, I have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. 

Duke. Her should this Angelo have married ; was 
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed : 
between which time of the contract, and limit of the 
solemnity, her brother Frederick was wrecked at sea, 
having in that perteh'd vessel the dowry of his sister. 
But mark, how heavily this befel to the poor gentle- 
woman : there she lost a noble and renowned brother, 
in bis love toward her ever most kind and natural ; 
with him the portion and sinew of her fortune, her 
marriage-dowry 5 with both, her combinate "♦ husband, 
this well seeming Angelo. 

Isab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her? 

♦ Betrothed. 
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Duke, Left her in her tears, and dry'd not one of 
them with his comfort j swallowed his vows whole,, 
pretending, in her, discoveries of dishonour: in few» 
bestowed^ her on her own lamentation, which she 
yet wears fonhis sake; and he, a marble to her tears, 
is washed with them, but relents not. , 

Isab, What a merit were* it in death, to take thig 
poor maid from the world ! What corruption in this 
life, that it will let this man live ! — But how out of 
Uiis can she avail ? 

Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal : 
and ^e cure of it not only saves your brother, but 
keeps you from dishonour in doing it. 

Isab. Show me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-pamed maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her £u:st affection 3 his unjust un- 
kindness, that in all reason should have quenched her 
love, hath, like an impediment in the current, made 
it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo; 
answer his requiring with a plausible obedience ; 
agree with his demands to the point : only refer ^ 
yourself to this advantage, — -first, that your stay with 
him may not be long 5 that the time may have aM 
shadow and silence in it; and the place answer to 
(xmveoience: tib^is being granted in course, now fol- 
lows all. We shall advise this wronged maid to stead 
Up your appointment, go in your place ; if the en- 
counter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel 
him to her recompense : and here, by this, is your 
brother saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mari- 

s Cave her up to her sorrows. • Have recourse to. 

F 2 
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ana advantaged^ and the corrupt deputy scaled.? The 
maid will I framed and make fit for his attempt. If 
you think well to carry this as you may^ ih» double- 
ness of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof 
What think you of it } 

laab. The linage of it gives me content already; 
and^ I trusty it will grow to a most prosperous per- 
fection. 

Duke, It lies much in your holding up : Haste 
you speedily to Angelo; if for this night he entreat 
you to his bed^ give him promise of satisfaction. I 
will presently to St. Luke*s ; there^ at the moated 
grange^* resides this dejected Mariana : At that place 
call upon me ; and despatch with Angelo^ that it may 
be quickly. 

Isd^. I thank you for this comfort : Fare you wel)^ 
good father. lExeunt severalfy. 

SCENE II. 

The Street before the Prison. 

Enter Duke> as a Friar; to him Elbow, Clown, and 

Ofiicers. 

Elb, Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and sell men and women like beasts, 
we shall have all the world drink brown and white 
bastard. 9 

Duke. O, heavens ! what stuff is here ? 

Clo. *Twas never merry world, since, of two usuriei, 

7 Over- reached. ' A Solitary farin>heuse. 

9 A Swq»t wine. 
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the merriest was put down^ and the worser alloVd 
by order of law a furr'd gown to keep hinj warm j 
^nd furred with fox and lamb-skins too^ to signify^ 
that crafty being richer tlian innocency^ stands for the 
facing. 

Elh. Come your way, sir:— Bless you, good father 
friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father : What of- 
fence hath this man made you, sir ? 

Eib, Marry, sir, he hath offended the law; and« 
Bir, we take him to be a thief too, sir j for we have 
found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock,' which we 
have sent to the deputy. 

Duke. Fye^ sirrah 5 a bawd, a wicked bawd ! 
The evil that thou causest to be done. 
That is thy means to live : Do thou but think > 
What 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back. 
From such a filthy vice : say to thyself, — 
From their abominable and beastly touches 
1 drink, I eat, array myself, and live. 
Canst thou believe thy living is a life. 
So stinkingly depending ? Go, mend, go, mend. 

Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir 5 but 
yet, sir, I would prove— 

Duke. Nay^ if the devil have given thee proofs for 
sin. 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer; 
Correction and instruction must both work. 
Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir; he has given 
him warning: the deputy cannot abide a whore- 

> For a Spapish padlock. 
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master : if he be a whoremonger, and comes before 
him, he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to be. 
Free from our faults, as faults from seeming, free ! 

Enter Lucio. 

FJb. His neck will come to your waist, a cord,* sir. 

Clo, I spy comfort -, I cry, bail : Here's ^ gentle- 
i man, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey? What, at the 
heels of Caesar ? Art thou led in trumph ? What, is 
there none of Pygmalion's images, newly made wo- 
man, to be had now, for putting the hand in the 
pocket and extracting it clutch'd ? What reply ? Ha ? 
What say'st thou to this tune, matter, and method? 
Is't not drown'd i' the last rain ? Ha ? What say'st 
thou, trot } Is the world as it was, man ? Which is 
the way ? Is it sad, and few words ? Or how ? The 
trick of it ? 

Du/ie. Still thus, and thus ! still worse ! 
' Lucio, How doth my dear morsel^ thy mistress ? 
Procures she still ? ' Ha ? 

Cio. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, 
and she is herself in the tub.' 

Lucio, Why, 'tis good 5 it is the right of it; it 
must be so : Ever your fresh whore, and your 
powdered bawd : An unshunn'd consequence 5 it 
must be so : Art going to prison, Pompey ! 

Clo. Yes, faith, sir. - ^ 

Lucio. Why 'tis not amiss, Pompey: Farewell: 

* Tied like your waist with a rope. 
3 Powdering tub. 
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Go; say, I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? 
Or how ? 

Eib. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Ludo. Well, then imprison hip : If imprisonment 
be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his right : Bawd is 
he, doubtless, and of antiquity tooj bawd-born. 
Farewell, good Pompey : Commend me to the prison, . 
Pompey : You will turn good husband now, Pompey j 
you will keep the house.-* 

Cio. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my bail. 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not 
the wear. ^ I will pray, Pompey, to increase yqur 
bondage : if you take it not patiently, why, your 
mettle is the more : Adieu, trusty Pompey. — ^Bless 
you, friar. 

Duke, And you. 

Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey ? Ha ? 

Elb. Ck>me your ways, sir ; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, sir ? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey? nor now. — ^What news 
abroad, friar ? What news ? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir 5 come. 

Lucio. Go, — to kennel, Pompey, go : 

lExeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke, I kilow none : Can you tell me of any ? 

Lucio. Some say, he is with the emperor of Russia ; 
other some, he is in Rome : But where is he, think 
you ? 

Duke. I know not where : But wheresoever, I 
wish him well. 

^ Stay at home. ' < Fashion. 
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Lucio, It was a mad fantastical trick of him, to 
steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he was 
never born to. Ix)rd Angelo dukes it well in his 
absence 5 ^he puts transgression to*t. 

Duke, He does well in*t. 

Lucio, A little more lenity to lechery would do no^ 
harm in him : something too crabbed that way, friar. 

Dvke, It is t^oo general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of 2^ great 
kindred 5 it is well ally'd : but it is impossible to ex- 
tirp it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put 
down. They say, this Angelo was not made by man 
and woman, after the downright way of creation : Is 
it true, think you ? 

Duke. How should he be made then ? 

Jjudo, Some report, a sea-maid spawn'd him :— * 

Some, that he was begot between two stock-fishes : 

- —But it is certain, that when b^ makes wat^r, his 

urin is congeaVd icQ 5 that I know to be true ; and 

he is a motion^ ungenerative, that's infallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir 5 and speak apace. 

Luc'w. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, 
for the rebellion of a cod-piece, to take away the hfe 
of a man? Would the duke, that is absent, have done 
this ? Jlre he would have hang'd a man for the getting 
a hundred bastards, he would have paid for the nursing 
a thousand: He had some feeling of tlie sport; he 
knew the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much de- 
tected' for women 5 he was not inclined that way. 

f> Puppet. 7 Suspected. 
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Lucio. O, sir, you are deceived, 

Duke, 'Tis not possible. • .' 

Lucio. Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar 
of fifty ; — and his use was, to put a ducat in her 
dack-dish : the duke had crotchets in him : He 
would be drunk too 3 that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his : A shy fellow 
was the duke : and, I believe, I know the cause of 
his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, I pr*ythee, might be the cause ? 

Lucio. No, — ^pardon 3 — 'tis a secret must be lock'd 
within the teeth and the lips ; but this I can let you 
Widprstand,^— ThQ greater file* of the subject held th^ 
duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise ? why, no question but he was, 

Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, un weighing ^ 
fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or mis-* 
taking 3 the very stream of his life, and the business 
he hath helmed,' must, upon a warranted need, give 
him a better proclamation. Let him be but testi- 
monied in his own bringings forth, and he shall ap- 
pear to the envious, a scholar, a statesman, and a 
soldier: Thei'efare,jrou speak unskilfully; or, ifypur 
knowledge be more, it is much darken'd in yqur 
malice. 

Lucio. ,Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, ^nd 
knowledge with dearer love. 

• The majority of his subjects. 5 Inconsiderate. 

» Guided. 
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Lucio. Come, sir, I know what I^know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what ydu speak. But, if ever the duke return, 
(as our prayers are he may,) let me desire you to 
make your answer before him : If it be honest you 
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it : I am 
bound to call npaa you ; and^ I pray you, your name ? 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio 5 well known to the 
duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live 
to report you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more ; 
or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite.* But, 
indeed, I can do you little harm: you'll forswear 
this again. 

Litcio. I'll be hang'd first: thou art deceived in 
me, friar. But no more of this : Canst thou tell, if 
Claudio die to-morrow, or no ? 

Duke. Why should he die, sir ? 

Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tun-dish. 
I would, the duke, we talk of, were returned again : 
this ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province 
with continencyj sparrows must not build in his 
house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke 
yet would have dark deeds darkly answer'd 5 he 
would never bring them to light: would he were 
returned ! Marrv, this Claudio is condemn'd for un- 
trussing. Farewell, good friar 5 I pr'ythee, pray for 
me. The duke, I say to thee again, would eat 
mutton^ on Fridays. He's now past it 5 yet, and 

* Ojiponent. 3 Have a wench. 
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I say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, though 
she smelt brown bread and garlick : say, that I said 
86. Farewell. [Exit. 

Duke, No might rior greatness in mortality 
Can censure 'scape ^ back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes : What king so strong. 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Eacalus, Provost, Bawd, and Officers. 

EscaL Go, away with her to prison. 

Baud, Good my lord, be good to me ; your honour 
is accounted a merciful man : good my lord. , 

EscaL Double and treble admonition, an'^ still 
forfeit^ in the same kind ? This would make mercy 
swear, and play the tyrant. 

Frov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may it 
please your honour. 

Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio's information 
against me : mistress Kate Keep-down was with 
child by him in die duke's time, he promised her 
marriage ; his child is a year and a quarter old, come 
Philip and Jacob : I have kept it myself 5 and see 
how he goes about to abuse me. 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much licence :— 
let him be called before us. — ^Away with her to pri* 
son : Go to i no more words. lExeunt Bawd and 
Officers.] Provost, my brother Angelo will not be 
alter'd, Claudio must die to-morrow : let him be 
furnished with divines, and have all charitable pre- 

4Transgre»». 
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paration: if my brother wrought by my pity, it 
should not be so with him. 

Provi. So please you, this friar hath been with him, 
and advised him for the entertainment of death. 

EscaL Grood even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

E^cal. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, tliough my chance is now 
To use it for my time : I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the see. 
In special business from his holiness. 

Escal.. What news abroad i' the world ? 

Duke. None, but that there is so gi*eat a fever on 
goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it : 
novelty is only ip request 5 and it is as dangerous to 
be aged in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be 
constant in any undertaking. There is scarce truth 
enough alive, to make societies secure 5 but security 
enough, to make fellowships accurs'd : much upon 
this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. This news 
is old enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray 
you, sir, of what disposition was the duke ? 

EscaL One, that, above all other strifes, contended 
especially to know himself, 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ? 

EscaL Rather rejoicing to see another merry, th^n 
merry at any thing which profess'd to make him re- 
joice : a gentleman of all temperance. But leave we 
him to his events, with a prayer they may prove 
prosperous 3 and let me desire to know how yoij find 
Claudio prepared. I am made to miderstand, that 
you have lent him visitation. 
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Duke, He professes to have received no sinister 
measure from his judge^ but most willingly humbles 
himself ^o the determination of justice : yet had he 
framed to himself^ by the instruction of his frailty, 
many deceiving promises of life ; which I> by ray 
good leisure, have discredited to him, and now is he 
resolved^ to die. 

Escal. You have paid the heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have laboured for the poor gentleman, to the ex- 
tremest shore of my modesty i but my brother justice 
have I found so severe, that he hath forced me to tell 
him, he is indeed — justice, 

Dide. If his own life answer the straitness of his 
proceeding, it shall become him well; wherein, if he 
chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself. 

Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner : Fare you 
well. 
Duke. Peace be with you ! 

lExeunt Escalus and Provost. 

He, who the sword of heaven will bear. 

Should be as holy as severe -, 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go ; 

More nor less to others paying. 

Than by self-offences weighing. 

Shame to him, whose cruel striking 

Kills for faults of his own liking I 

Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 

5 Satisfied. 
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O, what TDXf man within him hide. 
Though angel on the outward side ! 
How may likeness/ made' in crimes. 
Making practice on the times. 
Draw with idle spiders* strings 
Most pond'rous and substantial things ! 
Craft against vice I must apply : 
With Angdo to-night shall lie 
His old betrothed, but despised > 
So disguise shall, by the disguis'd^ 
' Pay with falshood false exacting. 
And perform an old contracting. ^ [Exit. 

ACTIV. 

SCENE I. A Room in Mariana*s House, 

Mariana discoic red sitting ; a Boy singing, 

SONG. 

Take, oh take those lips aM)ay, 

That so sweetly were forsworn ; 
And those eyes, the break of' day^ 

Ughts that do mislead the mom : 
But my kisses bring again, 

bring again, 
Seals of love, but seal'd in vain, 

seal' d in vain. 

Marl* Break off thy song, and haste tliee quick 
away ; 

♦ Appearance- 7 Trained. 
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Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often stilFd my brawling discontent.— 

lExit Boy. 

Enter Duke. 

I cry you mercy^ sir i and well could wish 

You had not found me here so musical : 

Let me excuse "me, and believe me so,— 

My mirth it much displeased, but pleased my woe. 

Dvke, *Tis good : though musick oft hath such a 
charm. 
To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm. 
I pray you, teU me, hath any body inquired for me 
here to-day ? much upon this time have I promised 
here to meet, 

Mari, You have not been inquired after: I have 
sat here all day. 

Enter Isabella. 

Duke. I do constantly believe you :— The time is 
come, even now. I shall crave your forbearance a 
little ', may be, I will call upon you anon, for some 
advantage to yourself. 

Mari. I am always bound to you. [EjwV, 

Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 
What is the news from this good deputy ? 

Isab. He hath a garden circummur*d^ with brick. 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back' d 5 
And to that vineyard is a planched^ gate; 
That makes his opening with this bigger key : 
This other doth command a little door, 

' Walled round. ' Planked, vvooden. 
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Which from the vineyard to the garden leads \ 
There have I made my promise to call on him^ 
Upon the heavy middle of the night. 

Duke, But shall you on your knowledge find this 
way? 

Isab, I have ta*en a due and wary note upon*t j 
With whispering and most guilty diligence. 
In action all of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o*er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 

Between you *greed, concerning her observance ? 

Isab, No, none, but only a repair i* the dark \ 
And that I have possessed' him, my most stay 
Can be but brief : for I have made him know, 
I have a servant comes with me along. 
That stays ' upon me ; whose persuasion is, 
I come about my brother. 

Duke, Tis well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this : — ^What, ho ! within ! come forth ! 

Re-enter Mariana. 

I pray you, be acquainted with this maid ', 
She comes to do you good. 

Jsab, I do desire the like. 

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I respect you ? 

Mari, Good friar, I know you do j and have 
found it. 

Duke, Take then this your companion by the hand, 
W^o hath a story ready for your ear ; 
I shall attend your leisure 5 but make haste -, 

« Informed. * Waits. 
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The vaporous night approaches. 

Man, Will't please you walk aside ? 

lExennt Mariana and Isabella. 

Duke, O place and greatness^ miUions of false eye3 
Are stuck upon thee ! voliunes of report 
Run with thes^ false and most contrailous quests ^ 
Upon thy doings ! thousand *scapes^ of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream^ 
And rack thee in their fancies ! — ^Welcome ! Ho\^ 
agreed? 

Re-enter Mariana and Isabella. 

Isab, She'll take the e^te^prize upon her, father, 
If you advise it. 

Duke, It is not my consent. 

But my intreaty too. 

Isab, Little have you to say. 

When you depart from him, but, soft and low. 
Remember now mi/ brother, 

MarL Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all: 
He is your husband on a pre-contract : 
To bi;ing you thus together, 'tis no sin ; 
Sith^ that the justice of your title to him 
Doth iBourish^ the deceit. Come, let us go ; 
Our corn's to reap, for yet our titlie's ? to sow. 

[Exeunt, 

3 Inquisiticns, inquiries. ^ Sallies. ^ Since. 

^ Gildy or varnish over. ^ Tilth, latnd prepared for suwi<i{. 
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SCENE II. 
A Room in the Pnson, 

Enter Provost atid Clown 

ProT. Come hither, sirrah : Can you cut off a man's 
head? 

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can : but if 
he be a married man, he is his wife*s head^ and I can 
never cut off a woman's head. 

Prov, Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield 
me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are to die 
Claudio ^nd Barnardine : Here is in our prison a 
common executioner, who in his office lacks a 
helper : if you will take it on you to assist him, it 
shall redeem you from your gyves j* if not, you shall 
have your full time of imprisonment, and your de- 
liverance with an unpitied whipping j for you have 

been a notorious bawd. 

do. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out 

of mind 5 but yet I will be content to be a lawful 

hangman. 1 would be gild to receive some instruc« 

tion from my fellow partner. 

Prov. What ho, Abhorson! 'there's Abhorson, 

there ? 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abhor. Do you call, sir ? 

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to-mor* 
row in your execution : If you think it meet, com- 

» Fetters. 
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pound with him by the year, and let him abide here 
with you ', if not, .use him for the present, and dis- 
miss him: He cannot plead his estimation with you 3 
he hath been a bawd. 

Abhor, A bawd, sir ? Fye upon him, he will dis- 
credit our mystery/^ 

Prao. Gro to, sir 3 you weigh equally 5 a feather 
will turn the scale. [£.wV. 

Ch. Pray, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely, 
sir, a good favour' you have, but that you have a 
hanging look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a 
mystery ? 

Abhor. Ay, sir j a mystery. 

C/b. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery 5 
and your whores, sir, being members of my occu- 
pation, using painting, do prove my occupation a 
m3r8tery : but what mystery there should be in hang- 
ing, if I should be hang*d, I cannot imagine. 

Abhor, Sir, it is a mystery. 

C7o. Proof. 

Abhor, Every true ? man's apparel fits your thief : 
If it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks 
it big enough 5 if it be too big for your thief, your 
thief thinks it little enough : so every true man*s ap- 
parel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Frots Are you agreed ? 

Clo, Sir, I will serve him 5 for I do find, your 
hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd ^ 
ha doth oftener ask forgiveness. 

9 Trade. * Countenance. * Honest. 

02 
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ProT. You, sirrah, provide your block and your 
axe, to-morrow four o'clock. 

Abhor, Come on, bawd j I will instruct thee in my 
trade 5 follow. 

Clo, I do desire to learn, sir j and, I hope, if you 
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you 
shall find me yare : ^ for, truly sir, for your kindness, 
I owe you a good turn. 

Prao. Call hither Bamardine and Claudio : 

\Exeunt Clown and Abhor so v. 
One has my pity ; not a jot the other. 
Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 

Enter Claudio. 

Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death r 
Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made inunortal. Where's Barnardine > 

Claud, As fast lock'd up in sleep, as guiltless labour 
When it lies starkly* in the traveller's bones : 
He will not wake. 

Pror. Who can do good on him ? 

Well, go, prepare yourself. But hark, what noise? 

[Knocking within. 
Heaven give your spirits cofnfort ! lExit Claudio. , 

By and by : — 
I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve. 
For the most gentle Claudio. — ^Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Jhike, The best and wholesomest spirits of the night 
Envelope you, good Provost ! Who call'd here of late J 

3 Ready. ^ Stifly. 
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Prac* None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel? 

Pror. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 

Pror. What comfort is for Claudio ? 

Duke. There's some in hope. 

F'rov, It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke, Not so, not so ; his life is parallerd 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice; 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power 
To qualify* in others : were he meal'd* 
Witli that which he corrects, then were he tyran- 
nous; 
But this being so, he*s just.— Now are they come.— • 

[Knocking within, — Provost goes out. * 
This is a gentle provost : Seldom, when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.— ' 
How now? What noise? That spirit's possessed with 

haste. 
That wounds the unsisting postern with these strokes. 

Provost returns^ speaking to one at the door. 

Frotc. There he must stay^ until the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call'd up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio y^. 
But he must die to-morrow ? 

Prcfo. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, Provost, as it is. 
You shall hear more ere morning. 

Pnyv. ^ Happily,? 

s Moderate. * < Defiled. f Perhaps. 
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You something know 5 yet, I believe, there comes 
No countennand 5 no such example have we : 
Besides, upon the very siege* of justice^ 
Ix)rd Angelo hath to the publick ear 
Profess'd the contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Duke, This is his lordship's man. 

Frov, And here comes Claudio*s pardon. 

Mess, My lord hath sent you this note i and by me 
this further charge, that you swerve not from the 
smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or other 
circumstance. Good morrow; for, as I take it, it is 
almost day. 

Pr&o, I shall obey him. [Exit Messenger. 

Duke, This is his pardon; pftrchas'd by such sin, 

{A^ide, 
For which the pardoner himself is in : 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, • 
When it is borne in high authority : 
When vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended. 
That for the fault's love, is the offender friended.— 
Now, sir, what news ? 

Frcfc, I told you : Lord Angelo, be-like, thinking 
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this un- 
wonted putting on:9 methinks, strangely 5 for he 
hath not used it before. 

Duke. Pray you, let's heajt . 

Frow [Reads.] Whatsoever you may hear to the 
contrary, let Claudia be executed by Jour of the dock; 
and, in the afternoon, Barnardme: for my better 9atis' 

> Seat. .. 9 Spur, incitement. 
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faction, let me have Claudio^s head seni me by five. Let 
this be duly perform' d; with a thought, that more de^ 
pends on it than we must yet deliver. Thus fail not to 
do your qffice, as you xvill answer it at your peril. 
What say you to this, sir ? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be exe- 
cuted iu the afternoon ? 

Prov. A Bohemian born ; but here nursed up and 
bred : one that is a prisoner nine years old.' 

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had not 
either delivered him to his liberty, or executed him ? 
I have heard, it was ever his manner to do so. 

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him : 
Aud^ indeed, his fact, till now in the government of 
lord Angelo> came not to an undoubtful proof. 

Dake^ Is it now appaii^nt ? 

Prao. Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke» Hath he borne himself penitently in prison ? 
How seems he to be touch'd ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully, but as a dnmken sleep ^ careless, reckless, 
and fearless of what*s past, present, or to come^ 
insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke* He wants advice. 

Pravi He will hear none : he hath evermore had 
the liberty of the prison 3 give him leave to escape 
hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if 
not many days entirely drunk. We have very often 
awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and 
showed him a seeming warrant for it : it hath not 
moved him at all. 

' Nine years ia piisoni 
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Dulr. More of him anon. There is written in 
your brow. Provost, honesty and constancy: if I 
read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me; but 
in the bc^dness of my cunning, 1 will lay myself in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here 3F0U have a warrant to 
execute, b no greats forfeit to the law than Angelo 
who hath sentenced him : To make you understand 
this in a manifested elfect, I crave but four day^ 
respite ; for the which you are to do me both a prOi- 
sent and a dai^^erous courtesy, 

Pror. Pray, sir, in what ? 

DttJtr, In the delaying death. 

ProT. Alack! how may I do it ? having the hour 
limited I and an express command, under penalty, to 
deliver Jiis head in the view of Angelo ? I may make 
my case as Claudio*s, to cross this in the smallest. 

Duke. By the vow of nune order, I warrant you, if 
my instructions m4y'be your guide. Let this Bar- 
nardine be this morning executed, and his head borne 
to Angelo. 

ProT. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis* 
cover the favour.* 

Duke, O, death's a great disguiser: and you may 
add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard; and 
say, it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared 
before his death : You know, the course is commcm. 
If any thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks 
and good fortune, by the saint whom I profess, I 
will plead against it with my life. 

Pror. Pardon me, good ^tlier; it is against my 
oath. 

* Countenancet 
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Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to the 
deputy? 

Pror. To him, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, 
if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? 

Prav. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet 
«ince I see you fearful, that neither my coat, in^ 
tegrity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt 
you, I will go further than I meant^ to pluck aU 
fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the band 
and seal of the duke. You know the character, I 
doubt not; and the signet is not strange to yoUr 

Frov. I know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the 
duke; you shall anon over-read it at your pleasui*e ; 
where you shall find, within tliese two days he will 
be here. Hiis is a thing, that Angelo knows not : 
for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor; 
perchance, of the duke's death; perchance, entering 
into some monastery; but, by chance, nothing of 
what is writ. Look, U^e unfglding star calls up tlie 
shepherd r Put not yourself into amazement, how 
these things should be : all difficulties are but easy 
when they are known. Call your executioner, and 
off with Barnardine*s head : I will give him a present 
shrift, and advise him. for a better place. Yet you 
are amazed ; but this shall absolutely resolve you* 
Come away ; it is almost clear dawn. lExeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
Another Room in the same. 

Enter Clown. < 

Clo. I am as well acquainted here^ as I was in our 
house of profession : one would thinks it were mistress 
Overdone*^ own house, for here be many of her old 
customers. First, here's young master Rash; he's 
in for a commodity of brown paper and old ginger, 
ninescore and seventeen pounds ; of which he made 
five marks, ready money : marry, then, ginger was 
not much in request, for the , old women were all 
dead. Then* is there, here one master Caper, at the 
suit of master Three-pile the mercer, for some four 
suits of peach-colour'd satin, which now peaches him 
a beggar. Then have we here young Dizy, and 
young master Deep-vow, and master Copper-spuf, 
and master Starve-lackey the rapier and dagger-man, 
and young Drop-heir that kill'd lusty Pudding, and 
master Forthright the tilter, and brave master Shoe- / 
tie the gre^t traveller, and wild Half-can that stabb'd 
Pots, and, I think, forty more j all great doers in 
our trade, and are now for the Lord's sake. 

Enter Abiiorson. 

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 

Clo. Master Barnardine! you must rise and be 
hanged, master Barnardine J 

Abhor, What, ho, Barnardine ! 

Bantar, [JVithm.'] A pox o' your throats! Who 
makes tliat noise there ? What are you ? 
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C/o. Your friends, sir 3 the hapgman: You must 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 

Bantar. \WUkmi] Away, you rogue, away 5 I am 
sleepy. 

Abhor. Tell him, he must awake, and that quickly 

too. 

Clo. VrsLj, master Bamardine, awake till you are 
executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor, Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming 5 I hear hitf 
straw rustle. 

Enter Barnardine. 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah ? 

Clo, Very ready, sir. 

Bamar. How now,' Abhorson? what's the news 
with you ? 

Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap into 
your prayers ; for, look you, the warrant's come. 

Bamar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night, 
I am not fitted for't. 

Cb. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all 
night, and is hang*d betimes in the morning, may 
sleep the sounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly 
father ; Do we jest now, think you ? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing 
how hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise 
you, comfort you, and pray with you. 

Bamar. Friar, not I) I have been drinking hard 
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all nighty and I will have more time to prepare me, 
or they shall beat out piy brains with billets : I will 
not consent to die this day, that's certain. 

Duke, O, sir, you must: and therefore, I beseech 
you, 
Xiook forward on the journey you shall go. 

Bamar. I swear, I will not die to-day for any 
man*s persuasion. 

Duke. But hear you, 

Bamar. Not a word; if you have any thing to say 
to me, come to my ward 5 for thence will not I to- 
day. ^ [Exit^ 

Enter Provost. 

Duke, Unfit to live, or die: O, gravel heart! — 
After him, fellows 5 bring him to the block. 

\Exeunt Abhorson and Clown. 

Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner? 

Duke, A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death) 
And, to transport him in the mind he is. 
Were damnable. 

Prov, Here in tlie prison, father. 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, . ' 

A man of Claudio's years 5 his beard, and head. 
Just of his colour : What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well UicUned ; 
And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 

Duke. O, *tis an accident that heaven provides! 
Despatch it presently j the hour draws on 
Prefixed by Angelo : See, this be done. 
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And sent according to command ; whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Prao, This shall be done^ good father^ presently. 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon : 
And how shall we continue Claudio^ 
To save me from the danger that might comej 
If he were known alive ? 

Duke. Let this be done j — Put them in secret holds, 
Both Barnardine and Claudio : Ere twice 
The sun hath made his journal greeting to 
The under generation,^ you shall £nd 
Your safety manifested. 

Prw. I am your free dependant. 

Duke, Quick, despatch^ 

And send the head to Angelo. [Exit Provost. 

Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 
The provost, he shall bear them, — ^whose contenta 
Shall witness to him, I am near at home ^ 
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publickly : him I'll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount, 
A league below the city > and from thence^ 
By cold gradation and weal-balanced form. 
We shall proceed with Angelo. 

"Re-enter Provost. 

Pr(yv. Here is the head j 1*11 carry it myself. 

Duke, Convenient is it : Make a swift return ; 
For I would commune with you of such things. 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prw. I'll make all speed. [Exit. 

3 The antipodes. 
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Isab. [JVitkm,'] Peace, ho, be here ! 

Duke. The tongue of Isabel : — She's come to know. 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I will keep her ignomat of her good. 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair. 
When it is least expected. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab. Ho, by your leave. 

Duke, Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter. 

Isab, The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother*s pardon ? 

Duke. He hath released him, Isabel, from the world ; 
His he^d is off, and sent to Angelo. 

Isab, Nay, but it is not so. 

Duke. It is no other : 

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 

Isab. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 

Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight. 

Is(d>. Unhappy Claudio ! Wretched Isabel ! 
Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo ! 

huke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot; 
Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say 3 which you shall find 
By every syllable, a faithful verity : 
The duke comes home to-morrow 5 — nay, dry your 

eyes 5 
One of our convent, and his confessor. 
Gives me this instance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo -, 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates. 
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There to give up their power. If you can, pace your 

wisdom 
In that good path that I would wish it go \ 
And you shall have your bosom^ on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 
And general honour. 

I sab, I am directed by you. 

Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give ; 
'Tis that he sent me of the duke's return : 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause, and yours, 
rU perfect him withal 5 and he shall bring you 
Before the duke i and to XhA head of Angelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 
I am combined by a sacred vow. 
And shall be absent. Wend^ you with this letter: 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ^ trust not my holy order. 
If I pervert your course. — Who's here ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Good even \ 

Friar, where is the provost ? 

Duke. Not within^ sir. 

Lucio, O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart, 
to see thine eyes so red : thou must be patient : I 
am fain to dine and sup with water and bran; I dare 
not for my head fill ^ly belly; one fruitful meal 
would set me to't : But they say the duke will be here^ 
to-morrow. By my troth, Isabel, I lov'd thy brother : 

4 Your heart's desire. ' Ct. 
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if the old fantastical duke of dark corners had beeii 
at home, he had lived. ^ExU Isabella. 

Duke, Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden, 
to your report4^ but the best is, he lives not in them. 

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duk6 so well 
as I do : he's a better woodman than thou takest 
him for. 

Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare ye 
well. 

Lucio, Nay> tarry -, Til go along with thee y I can 
tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Duke, You have told me too many of him already, 
sir, if they be true ; if not true, none were enough. 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench 
with child. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but was fain to for-' 
swear it ; they would else havp married me to tha 
rotten medlar. 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer ^n honest: 
Rest you well. 

Lucio. By my troth. Til go with thee to the lake's 
end : If bawdy talk offend you, we'll have very littlo 
of it : Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr, 1 shall stick. 

[Exewif. 
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SCENE IV, 

A Room in Angelo's House, 
Enter Angelo and Escalus. 

Escal» Every letter he hath writ hath disvouch'd^ 
dther. 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. Hid 
actions show much like to madness : pray heaven^ 
his wisdom be not tainted ! And why meet him at 
ihe gdtes> slnd te-deliver our authorities there ? 

Escal. I guess not. 

Ang, And why should We proclaim it in an hont. 
before his entering, that, if any crave redress of in- 
justice, they should exhibit their petitions in the 
street? 

Escal. ' He shows his reason for that : to have a 
despatch of complaints } and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power to 
stand against us. 

Ang, Well, 1 beseech you, let it be procilaini'd: 
Betimes i* the morn, 1*11 call you at your house : 
Give notice to such men of sort and suit, ? 
As are to meet him. 

EscaL I shall, sir : fare you well. 

[Exit, 

Ang. Good night.— 
This deed unshapes me quite^ makes me unpregnant. 
And dulTto all proceedings. A deflowered maid ! 

^ Contradicted. 7 Figure and rank. 

VOL. II, H 
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And by an eminent body, that enforced 

The law against it! — ^But that her tender shame 

Will not proclaim against 'her maiden loss. 

How might she tongue me ? Yet reason dares' her? 

— no: 
For my authority bears a credent ^ bulk. 
That no particular scandal once can touch. 
But it confounds the breather.' He should have liv'd^ 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense^ 
Might, in the times to come, have ta*en revenge^ 
By so receiving a dishonoured life. 
With ransome of such shame. 'Would yet he had 

liv'd ! 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot. 
Nothing goes right; we would> and we would not. 

{Exit. 

SCENE V. 

Tields xviikout the Tiyom. 

Elder Duke m his own habit y and Friar p£TXE* 

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me. 

{Giciing Mer$. 
The provost knows our purpose, and our |dot. 
The matter being afoot, keep your instnictien^ 
And hold you ever to our special drift ; 
Though sometimes you do blench^ from this to that, 
' As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius* hcniae^ 
And tell him where I stay : give^the like noUce> 
To Vakntinus, Rowland, and to Craisus, 

* Calls, cballcages her to do it. 9 Credit unqucstioi»ble. 
^Uttcr^r. * 3tvt off. 
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And bid them bring the trvimpets to the gate 5 
But send me FUvius first, 
Fk PetCTi It shall be speeded well. 

^Exit Friar* 

Enter Varrius. 

Duke. I thank theej Varrius } thou h^st made good 
haste: 
Come, we will walk : There's other^ of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. lExeunt* 

SCENE VI. 
Street near the City Gate* 

Enter Isabella and Mariana. 

Jsab, Tp speak so indirectly, i am loath 5 
I WQuld s^y the truth j but to accuse him so. 
That Is your part : yet I*m advis*d to do it > 
He says, to veil fuU^ purpose. 

Mari. Be rul*d by him. 

Isab. Besides, he tells me, that, if peradventure 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 
I should not think it strange > for 'tis a physick, 
Tbat*« bitter to sweet end. 

Mari. 1 would, friar Peter— 

Jm^r O, peace ; the friar is come« 

l^er Friar Peter. 

P. Peter. Come; I liave found you out a stand 
- most &t, 

3Availful. 
H 2 



88 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Act V. 

Where you may have such vantage ■♦ on the duke^ 
He shall not pass you ; Twice have the trumpets 

sounded ', 
The generous ^ and gravest citizens 
- Have hent^ the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is ent'ring ; . therefore hence, away. 

[Exeunt, 

ACTV. 

S CENE I. A jnihlick Place near the City Gate. 

Mariana, (veiCd,) Isabella, (wi«? Peter, at a 
distance. Enter at apposite doors, Duke, Varrius, 
Lords 5 Angelo, Escalus, Lucio, Provost, 
Officers, and Citizens. 

Duke, My very worthy cousin, fairly met :— 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. . 

Ang, and Escal, Happy return be to your roy^A. 
grace ! 

Duke, Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to publick thanks. 
Forerunning more requital. 

Ang, You make my bonds still greater. 

Dvke, O, your desert speaks loud 5 and I should 
wrong it. 
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom. 
When it deserves with characters of brass 
A forted residence, Against the tooth of time. 
And razure of oblivion : Give me your hand 

4 Advantage* ' Most noble. * Seised. 
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And let the subject see^ to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. — Come, Escalus ; 
You must walk by us on our other hand ;— 
And good supporters are you* 

p£TER aiid Isabella come forward, 

F, Peter, Now is your time; speak loud, and kned 
before him. 

Isab, Justice, O royal duke! Vail' your regard 
Upon a wrong*d, I*d fain have said, a maid ! 
worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object. 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint. 
And given me, justice, justice, justice, justice ! 

Duke, Relate your wrongs : In what? By whom? 
Be brief : 
Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice ; 
Reveal yourself to him. 

Isab, O, worthy duke. 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 
Hear me yourself $ for that which I must speak 
Must either punish me, not being believ*d, ' 
Or wring redress from you : here me, O, bear me^ 
here. 

4ng. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firmt 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother. 
Cut off by course of justice. 

Isab. By course of justice! 

Ang, And she will speak most bitterly, and strange. 

Zfio^. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I speak; 

7 Lower# 
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That Angelo*« fbrsworh; is it tiot strange ? 
That Angelo*s a murderer $ is't not strange ? 
That Ange}o is an adulterous thief^ 
An hypocrite, a virgin^v^olator j 
Is it not strange, and strai^e ) 

Duke. Nay, ten times strange, 

Isab, It is not truer he is Angelo, ^ 

Than this is all as true as it is strange : 
Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
Tq the end of reckotiiiig. 

Puke, Aljray with her :^-»Poor soul, 

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 

Isab, O prince, I c6njur6 thee> as Ihou believ'st 
There is another contort th&n this woHd, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I aitv touched with madness : maki^ not im* 

possible 
That which but seems unlike : *tifi not impQssibl^^ 
But one, the* wickedest caitiff on the ground. 
May seem aft shy, as grave, as just, as absolutej 
As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 
In all his djressings,^ characts, titles, fi>rms> 
Be an arch-villain : believe it, ro3rjil prince. 
If he be less, he*s nothing; but he*s more, ' 
Had I more name for badness. 

Duke, By mine honesty^. 

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,) 
Her madness hatli the oddest 6*ame of sense, 
Suah a dependency of thing on thing. 
As e*er I heard in madness. 

Isab. O, gracious di^ke^ 

^ Habits and <7h«r^(ters of office. 
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Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reasoQ, 
For inequality : but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear^ where it seems hid 5 
And hide the false> seems true. 

Duke. > Many that are not mad^ 

Have, sure, more lack of reason. — ^What would you 
say? 
i«a6. I am the sister of one Claudio, 
Condemned upon the act of fornication 
To lose his head ; condemned by Angelo ; 
I^ in probation of a sisterhood. 
Was sent to by my isiother : One Lucio 
As then the messenger j — 

JjHcio^ That's I, an*t like your grao^ ; 

i came to her from Claudio, and desired her 
To try her gracious fortune w^h lord Angdo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 
Isab. Tliat'she, indeed, 

Duke> You were not bid to speak* • 
Lucio. ^ No, . my good lord 1 

Nor wished to hold my peace. 

Duke, • I wish you now thenj 

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have 
A business £(x yourself, ]^y heaven, you then 
Be perfect. 
Lucio, I warrant your honour. 
Duke. The warrant's for yourself ; take heed to it. 
Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 
Lucio. Right. 

Duke, It may be right 5 but you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time.— Proceed. 

Isab. i went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy. 
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Duke. That's somewhat madly spoken. 

Isah, Pardon it I 

The phrase is to the matter. 

Duke, Mended again: the matter 5 — Proceed. 

Isah. In brief, — to set the needless process by. 
How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd. 
How he refell'd^ me, and how I reply 'd J 
(For this was .of much length,) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter : 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust. 
Release my brother 5 and, after much debatement. 
My sisterly remorse ' confutes mine honour, 
And I did yield to him : But the next mom betimes^ 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 

Duke, This is most likely ! 

Jsab^ O, that it were> as like, as it is true ! 

Duke, By heaven, fond* wretch, thou know'st not 
what thou speak*st j 
Or else thou art subom'd against his honour, 
Jn hateful practice : ^ First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish : — next, it imports no reason> 
That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself : if he had so offended. 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself. 
And not have cut him off: Some one hath set you on \ 
Confess the truth, and' say by whose advice 
Thou cam'st here to complain, 

Isab, And is this all ? 

Then, oh, you blessed ministers above, 

9 Refilled. ? Pity. * Foolish. 3 Conspir^cyt 
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Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time^ 

Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 

In countenance! — Heaven shield your grace from 

woe. 
As I, thus wrong*d, hence unbelieved go ! 

Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone :-^An officer ! 
To prison with her : — Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us ? This needs must be a practice. 
—Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 

Istdf. One that I would were here, friar Lodowick. 

Duke. A ghostly fether, belike: — ^Who knows that 
Lodowick ? 

Lucio. My lord, I know him 5 *tis a medling friar 5 
I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord. 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing'd^ him soundly. 

Ditke. Words againstme ? This* a good friar, belike ! 
And to set on this wretched woman here • 
Against our substitute ! — Let this fnar be found. 

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar 
I saw them at the prison : a sawcy friar, 
A very scurvy fellow. 

F. Peter. Blessed be your royal grace! 

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus'd : First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accused your substitute 5 
Who is as free from touch or soil with her. 
As she from one ungot. 

Duke. We did believe no less. 

JCnow you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of! 

♦Beat. 
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F. Ptier, I know him for a man divine and holy; 
Not scurvy^ nor a temporary medier. 
As he*s reported by this gentleman ', 
And^ on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace. 

Lucio. My lord, most yillainously -, bdieve it. 

F, Peter, Well, he in time may come to deajr 
himself} 
But at this instant he is sick^ my lord. 
Of a strange lever : Upon his mere^ request, 
(Being c6me to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended Against lord Angelo,) came I hither. 
To spcTak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and false ; and what he with Ins oath. 
And all probation, will make up full d^ar. 
Whensoever he*s convented.^ First, for this woman ; 
(To justify this worthy nobleman, 
So vulgarly 7 and personally accus*d,) 
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyesj 
Till she herself confess it. 

Du&e. Good friar, let's hear it, 

[IfiABELLA is carried qfy guarded; ami 
vMariana comeifarvMtrd^ 
Do you not smile at this lord Angelo ?— 
O heaven ! the vanity of wretched fools ! — 
Give us some seats.-^Come, cousin Angelo y 
In this I'll be impartial ; be you judge 
Of your own cause. — ^Is this the witness, friar ? 
First, let her show her face -, and, after, speak. 

Mari, Pardon, my lord j I will not show my face. 
Until my husband bid me. 

I Simple. ccoijveii^. ^ publickly. 
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Duke. ^ What, are you married ? 

Man. No, my loni* 

Duke, Are you a maid? 

Mori, No, my lord* 

Duke. A widow then? 

Mari. Neither, my lord, 

Dukef^ Why, you 

Are nothing then: — ^Neither maid, widow, nor wife ? 

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk j for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife, 

Duke. Silence that fellow : I would, he had some 
cause 
To prattle for himself. 

Lucio, Wdl, my lord. 

Mari, My lord, I do confess I ne'er was married) 
And, I confess, besides, I am no maid : 
I have known my husband y yet my husband knows 

not. 
That ever he knew m^, 

Lttcio. He wa» drunk then, my k»d 5 it can be na 
better. 

Duke. For the benefit of silence, 'would thou wert 
60 too. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo. 

Mari, Now I come to't, my lewd : 
She, that accuses him of fornication, 
{n self-same manner doth accuse my husband } 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time. 
When ril depose I had him in mine amis. 
With all, the effect of love. 

Aug. Charges she more than me? 
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Mori, Not that I know. 

Dukr, No ? you say, your husband. 

Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks, he knows, that he ne*er knew my body. 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Isabel's. 

Ang, This is a strange abuse : * — ^Let*s see thy face. 

Mari, My husband bids me -, now I will unmask. 

[Unveiling^ 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 

Which, once thou swor'st, was worth the looking on ; 

This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract^ 

Was fast belock'd in thine : this is the body 

That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-hous^, 

Jn her imagined person. 

jyuke. Know you this woman } 

Lucio. Carnally, she says. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Ludo, Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, I must confess, I know this woman ; 
And, ^we years since, there was some speech of mar* 

riagp 
Betwixt myself and her -, which was broke off. 
Partly, for that her promised proportions 
Came short pf composition 5 *^ but, in chiefs 
For that her reputation was disvalued , 
In levity : since which time of ^ye years, 
I never spake with her, sgw her, nor heard from her> 
Upon ipy faith and honour. 

Man. Noble prince. 

As there comes light from heaven, and words from 
breathy 

9 Deceptioiu 9 Her fortune fell short* 
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As there is sense in truths and truth in virtue^ 

I am affianc*d this man's wife^ as strongly 

As words could make up vows : and, my good lord. 

But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-house. 

He knew me as a wife : As this is true 

Let me in safe^ raise me from my knees ; 

Or else for ever be confixed here, 

A marble monument ! 

Ang. ^ I did but smile till now ^ 

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice; 
My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive. 
These poor informal ' women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member,. 
That sets them on : Let me have way, my lord. 
To find this practice^* out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart ; 

And punish them tmto your height of pleasure.—- 1 
Thou foolish friar ; and thou pernicious woman, 
impact with her that*s gone! think*st thou, thy oaths. 
Though they would swear down each particular saint. 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit. 
That's seal'd in approbation ?— ^You, lord Escalus, 
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis deriv'd.-— 
There is another friar that set them on ; 
Let him be sent for. 

F. Peter, Would he were here, my lord ; for he^ 
indeed. 
Hath set the women on to this complaint : 
Your provost knows the place where he abide?. 
And he may ietch him. 

■ Cmji * Cpnspiracj. 
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Duke. Go, do it instantly.—^ [£n^ Provost. 

And yon, my nobl6 and well*warranted cousin^ 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth^ ^ 
Do with your injuries as seems you bestj 
In any chastisement : I for a while 
Will leave you; but slhr not jaa, til) you have well 
Determined upon these slanderers. 

Escal. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly .-^[Ejptf 
Duke.] Signior Lucio, did not you say, you knew 
that firiar Xiodowick to be a dishonest person ? 

Lucio. CucuUus nonfacit momckum: honest in no* 
thing, but in his clodies ^ and one that hath spoke 
most villainous speeches of the duke. 

Escai. We shall entreat you to abide here till he 
Come, and enforce them against him : we shall find 
this friar a notable fellow. 

Ltfdef: As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Eical. Call that same Isabel here oqce again -, [To 
a» AiHnia»t,'] I would speak with her : Pray you, 
my lord, give me leave to question^ you shall see 
how 1*11 hanc^ her. 

jMdo. Not better than he, by her own report. 

EscmI. Say you ? ^ 

Ludoi Marty, sir, I think, if you handted her 
privately, she would sooner confess ; percbtscc, 
publickly she'll be ashamed. 

Re-enter Officers, a»M Isabella ^ the Duke, in the 
Fmr*$ habit, and Provost. 

s 

EsQuL I wtU go darkly to work with ber, 
Lucio. That's the way; for wwnea ar^ light at 
midnight. 

» To the end. 
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Escal. Ck>me on^ mistress : [To Isabella.] here's 
a gentlewoman denies all that you have said. 

Lueio. My lord> here comes the rascal I vspoke of; 
here with the provost. 

Escal, In very good time :— ^peak not you to him, 
till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal. Come, sir: Did you set these women on 
to slander lord Angelo > they have confessed you did. 

Duke, 'Tis false. 

Escai. How ! know you where you are ? 

Ditke. Respect to your great place ! and let the 
devil 
Be sometime honoured for his burning throne :«<-« 
Where is the duke? 'tis he should hear me speak. 

Eacai. The duke's in us; and we will hear you 
speak : 
hook, you speak justly. 

Duke. Boldly, at least : — ^But, O, poor souls. 

Come you to seek the lamb hereof the fox } 
Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke's unjust. 
Thus to retort ^ your maniil^t appeal. 
And put your trial in the villain's mouth. 
Which here you come to accuse. 

Ludo. This is the rascal -, this is he I spoke of. 

Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow*d friai^ 1 
Is't not enough, thcfu hast subom'd these women 
To accuse this worthy man ; but, in foul mouth. 
And in the witness of his proper ear. 
To call him villain ? 

9 Refer back« 
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And then to glance from him to the duke himself ^ 

To tax him with injustice ? — ^Take him hence i 

To the rack with him : — ^We*ll touze you joint hf 

joint. 
But we will know this purpose : — ^What ! unjust? 

Duke. Be not so hot -, the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than hA 
Dare rack his own } his subject am I not. 
Nor here provincial:' My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 
Where I have seen corruption boil tod bubble^ 
Till it o'er-run the stew : laws, for all faults 5 
But faults so countenanced, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber*s shop. 
As much in mock as mark. • 

Escd. Slander to the state! Away with him to 
prison, 

Afig. What can you vouch against him, signictt 
Lucio ? 
Is this the man that you did tell us of ? 

Ludo. Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-mah 
bald-pate : Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
voice : I met yoa at the prison, in the absence d[ 
the duke. 

Lucio, O, did you so ? ^nd do you remember what 
you said of the duke } 

Duke, Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio, Do you so, sir ? And was the duke a flesh" 
monger, a fool^ and a coward, as you then reported 
him to be > 

' Accountable. 
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Duh' You must^ sir, change persoas with me, ere 
you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke so of 
him; and much more, much Worse. 

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck 
thee by the nose, for thy speeches ? 

Duke. I protest, I love the duke, as I love myself. 

Ang, Hark ! How the villain would closa now, 
after his treasonable abuses. 

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal ;— 
Away with him to prison: — ^Where is the provost?— 
Away with him to pnson ; lay bolts enough upon 
him : let him speak no more : — ^Away with those 
giglots* too, and witli the other confederate com- 
panion. [The Provost laj^s hands on the Duke. 

Duke. Stay, sir> stay a while. 

Ang, What ! resists he ? Help him, Lucio. 

Laido. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; foh, sir: 
Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal! you must be 
hooded, must you ? Show your knave's visage, with 
a pox to you ! show your sheep-biting face, and be 
hang'd an hour ! Will't not off? 

[Ftdls off the Friar s hood, and discovers 
the Duke. 

Duke, Thou art the iaist knave, that e*er made a 

duke. 

First, Provost, let me bail these gentle three: 



Sneak not away, sir; [To Lucio.] for the friar and 
you 

Must have a word anon : — ^lay hold on^him. 

Lucio, This may prove worse' tlian hanging. 



* Wantons. 
VOL. II. I 
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Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon ; sit you 

down. [To Esc ALUS. 

We*ll borrow place of him : — Sir, by your leave : 

[To Akgelo. 
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence. 
That yet can do thee office ?^ If thou hast, 
Jlely upon it till my tale be heard. 
And hold no longer out. 

Jng. O my dread lord, 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness. 
To think 1 can be undiscernible, 
When I perceive, your grace, like power divine. 
Hath look*d upon my passes :^ Then, good prince, 
No longer session hold upon my shame. 
But let my trial be mine own confession 3 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent^ death. 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke, -. Come hither, Mariana :—> 

Say, wast thou e'^r contracted to this woman ? 

Ang. I was, my lord. 

Duke. Gro take her hence, and marry her instantly.-— 
Do you the office, friar 5 which consummate, 
Retura him here again : — Go with him. Provost. ' 

[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, 
and Provost. 

Escal. My lord, I am more amaz*d at his dishonour, 
JThan at the strangeness of it. 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel : 

Your friar is now your prince : As I was then 1 
Advertising,^ and hcAy to your business. 
Not changing heart with habit, I am still 

3 Service. ' 4 Devices. s Following. ^Altentive. 
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Attomey'd at your service, 

[sab: O, give me pardon. 

That I, your vassal, haVe exnploy'd and pain*d 
Yoor unknown sovereignty. 

Duke. You are pardoned, Isabel : 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, sits at yoiu: heart; 
And you may marvel, why I obscur'd myself. 
Labouring to save his life 5 and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power. 
Than let him so be lost : O, most kind maid. 
It was the swift celerity of his death. 
Which I did think with slower foot came on. 
That brain*d my purpose: But, peace be with him! 
That life is better life, past fearing death. 
Than that which lives to fear : make it your comfort. 
So happy is your brother. 

'Re-enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost. 

Isab. I do, my lord. 

Duke* Ygt this new-married man, approaching here. 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana's sake : but as he adjudged your brother, 
(Being criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach. 
Thereon dependent, for ypur brother's life,) 
The very mercy of tlie law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper^ tongue. 
An- Angelo for Clauc^io, death Jor death, 

7 Angelo' s own tongue. 
I2 
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Hastes till pays haste, and leisure answers leisill-e^ 
Like doth quit like, znA Measure still /or Meamref 
Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifested j 
Which though thou would*st deny, denies thee rdntage: 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where Claudio stoop'd to death, and with like hasten- 
Away with him. 

Mari. O, my most ^acious lord, 

I hope you will not mock me with a husband! 

Duke, It is your husband mock'd you With a hus- 
band: , 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit 5 else imputation^ 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life. 
And choke your good to come : for his possessions. 
Although by confiscation they are ours. 
We do instate and widow you withal. 
To buy you a better husband. 

Mari, O, my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Dyke, Never crave him 5 we are definitive. 

Mari. Gentle, my liege> — [Kneeling, 

Duke, You do but lose your labour j 

Away with him to death. — Now, sir, \To Lucre] 
to you. 

Man, G, my good lord ! — Sweet Isabel, take my 
part} 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I'll lend you, all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sensed you do importune her: 
Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 

3 Reason imd afiection. 
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Her brotJuer*s ghost his paved bed would break. 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mari, Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me j 
Hold up your hands, say nothing, I'll speak all. 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults ^ 
And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : so may my husband. 
O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio*s death. 

Isab, Most bounteous sir, 

[Kneeling. 
Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd. 
As if my brother liv'd : I partly think, 
A due sincerity governed his deeds. 
Till he did look on me 3 since it is so. 
Let him nqt die : My brother had but justice^ 
In that he did the thing for which he died : 
For Angelo, 

His act did not overtake his bad intent? 
And must be buried but as an intent 
That perish'd by the way : thoughts are no subjects j 
Intents but merely thoughts. 

Mari, Merely, my lord. 

Duke, Your suit's unprofitable 5 stand up, I say.— 
I have bethought me of another fault : — 
Provost, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour ? 

Prov, It was commanded so. 

Duke, Had you a special warrant for the deed ? 

Frw. No, my good lordj it was by private 
message. 
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Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office 2 
Give up your keys. 

Prw, Pardon me, noble lord : 

I thought it was a fault j but knew it not 5 
Yet did repent me, after more advice : ^ 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison 
That should by private order else have died, 
I have reserved alive. 

Duke, What's he ? 

Frov. His name is Bamardine. 

Duke, I would thou had'st done so by Claudio.— 
Go, fetch him hither j let me look upon him. 

[^Exit Provost. 

Escal, I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, lord Angelo, have still appear'd. 
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of bloody 
And lack of tempered judgment afterward. 

Ang, I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure ; 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart. 
That I Crave death more willingly than mercy 5 
*Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it. 

Jlc-e«^er Provost, Barnardine, Claudio, and 

Juliet. 

Duke, Which is that Bamardine ? 

Prov, This, my lord. 

Duke. There was a friar told me of this man: — 
Sirrah, tliou art said to have a stubborn soul. 
That apprehends no further than this world. 
And squar'st thy life according. Thou'rt conderaji'd^ 
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all 3 

/ 
9 Consideration. 
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And pray thee^ take this mercy to provide 

For better times to come : Friar, advise him 5 

1 leave him to your hand. — ^What muffled fellow's 
that? 

Frcfo. This is another prisoner, that I sav'd. 
That should have died when Claudio lost his head 5 
As like almost to Claudio, as himself. 

[Unmuffles Claudio. 

Duke. If he be like your brother, [To Isabella.] 
for his sake 
Is he pardoned ; And, for your lovely sake. 
Give me your hand, and say you will be mine. 
He is my brother too : But fitter time for that, 
fiy this, lord Angelo perceives he's safej 
Methinks, I see a quick'ning in his eye :-— 
WeU, Angelo, your evil quits ■ you well : 
Look that you love your wife; her worthy worth 

• yours.— 
I find an apt remission in myself: 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon; — 
You, sirrah, [ToLucio.] that knew me for a fool, a 

coward, 
Oite all of luxury,* an ass, a madman ; 
Wherein have I so. deserved of you. 
That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio, 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to 
the trick :' If you will hang me for it, you may, but I 
had rather it would please you, I might be whipp'd. 

Duke. Whipp'd first, sir, arid hang'd after.— 
Proclaim it, provost, roimd about the city i 
If any woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 

' Requites* ^ Incontinence* 3 Thoughtless practice. 
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(As I have heard him swear himself^ there*s one 
Whom he begot with child>) let her appear^ 
And he shall marry her : the nuptial finished. 
Let him be whipp'd and hang'd. 

Lucio. I beseech your highness^ do not marry me 
to a whore ! Your highness said even now, I made 
you a duke 5 good my lord, do not recompense me, 
in making me a cuckold. 

Duke, Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her. 
Thy slanders 1 forgive 3 and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits :^ — Take him' to prison: 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio, MaiTying a punk, rpy lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it. — 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore.— ^ 
Joy ta you, Mariana ! — ^love her, Angelo j 
I have confess'd her, and I know her virtue.— 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness: 
There's more behind, that is more gratulate. * 
Thanks, Provost, for thy care, and secrecy j 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place :— 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozine for Claudio's j 
The offence pardons itself. — Dear Isabel, 
I have a motion much imports your good 5 
Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline. 
What's mine is your's,. and what is yours is mine : — 
So, bring us to our palace'j where we'll show 
What's yet behind, that's meet you all should know. 

\Excunt. 

^ Punishments. S To reward. 
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The novel of Giraldi Cinthio, from which Shakspeare is 
supposed to have borrowed this fable, may be read in Shakspeare 
iliustratedy elegantly translated, with remarks which will assist 
the enquirer to discover how much absurdity Shakspeare hat 
admitted or avoided. 

I cannot but suspect that some other had new-modelled the 
novel of Cinthio, or written a story which in some parti- 
culars resembled it, and that Cinthio was not the author 
whom Shakspeare immediately followed. The Emperor in 
Cinthio is named Maximine: the Duke, in Shakspeare's 
enumeration of the persons of the drama, is called Vincentio* 
This appears a very slight remark ; but since the Duke has no 
name in the play, nor is ever mentioned but by his title, why 
should he be called Vincentio among \\\t persons^ but because 
the name was copied from the story, and placed superfluously 
at the head of the list by the meer habit of transcription ? 
It is therefore likely that there was then a story of Vincentio 
Duke of Vienna, different from that of Maximine Emperor 
of the Romans. 

Of this play, the light or comick part is very natural and 
pleasing, but the grave scenes, if a few passages be excepted, 
have more labour than elegance* The plot is rather intricate 
than artfuK The time of the action is indefinite ; some time, 
we know not how much, must have elapsed between the re- 
cess of the Duke and the imprisonment of Claudio; for he 
must have learned the story of Mariana in his disguise, or he 
delegated his power to a man already known to be corrupted. 
The unities of action and place arc sufficiently preserved. 

Johnson. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon. 

Don John, his bastard brother. 

Claudio, ayoutig lord of Florence, favourite to DonPedro. 

Benedick, a young lord of Padua, favourite likewise of 

Don Pedro, 
Leonato, governor of Messina. 
Antonio, his brother, 
Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro. 

Borachio, 7 yj,//ozi.er5 of Don John. 
Conrade,. y ^ 

Dogbeny, 7 f^^j^i^^j^ ^^^^.^ 

Verges, 3 

A Sexton, 

A Friar, 

A Boy, 

Hero, daughter to Leonato, 

Beatrice, niece to Leonato, 

jVlargare , / g^fig^^jf^Qjfi^ attending on Her9, 
Ursula. . 3 

Messengers, Watch, and Attendants^ 
Scene, Messina. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. Before Leonato's House. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, xoith 

a Messenger. 

Leonato. 
I Learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of Arragon 
comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this 5 he was not three 
leagues off when I left him* 

Leon, How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action ? 

Mess. But few of any sort,' and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
{)ring8 home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young 
Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally re- 
membered by Don Pedro : He hath borne himself 
beyond the promise of his age 5 doing, in the figure 
of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, better 
bettered expectation, than you must expect of me to 
tell you how. 

» Kind. 
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, Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
very much glad of it. 

Mess, I have already delivered him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him -, even so much, that 
joy could not show itself modest enough, without 
a badge of bitterness «. 

Ijeon, Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess, In great measure.* 

Leon, A kind overflow of kindness : There are no 
faces truer tharf those that are so washed. How 
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at 
weeping ? ■ ^ 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned 
from the Vicars, or no ? 

Mess, I know none of that name, lady ) there was 
none- such in the army of any sort. 

Lem, What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero, My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess, O, he is returned ^ and as pleasant as ever 

he was. / 

Beat, He set up his bills here in Messina, and 

challenged cupid at the flight : ^ and my rmcle's fool, 

readmg the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and 

challenged him at the bird-bolt. — I pray you, how 

many hath he killed and edten in these wars ? But 

how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised 

to eat all' of his killing. 

Leon, Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick to© 
much ; but he'll be meet ^ with you, I doubt it not 

Mess, He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

I 

' Abundance. 3 At long lengths. ♦Even. 



Scene I. ABOUT NOTHING. US 

]5eat. You had musty victual^ and he hath holp to 
eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an 
excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady 3— But what is , 
he to a lord ? . 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man; stufied 
. with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed 3 he is no less than a stuf]^ 
man : ^ but for the stuffing, — Well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece; there 
is a kind of mterry war betwixt signior Benedick and 
her : they never meet, but there is a skijinish of wit 
between them. 

Beat.^ Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our last 
conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole roan governed with one: so that if 
he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him 
bear it for a difference between himself and his horse : 
for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to. be known 
a reasonable creature. — Who is his companion now ? 
He hath every month a new iworn brother. 

Mess, Is it possible ? 

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith but 
as the-fashion of his hat, it ever changes with the next 
block. ^ 

Mess. I. see, lady, the gentleman is not in your 
books. 

Beat. No ; an he were, I would bum my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is th^re no 

5 A CuckolcU ^ Mould for a hat. 
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jTDung squarer' now, that will make a voyage with 
him to the devil ? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat, O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a 
disease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence^ and 
the taker runs presently mad. God help the noble 
Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, it will cost 
bim a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. 1 will hold friends with you, lady, 
. Beat.' Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, iiiece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. ' • 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don V e dro, attended hy Balthazar, and 
othersy Dow John, Claudio, aW Bei^edick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble : the fashion of the worid is to 
avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the 
likeness of your grace : for trouble being gone, com- 
fort should remain -, but, when you depart from me, 
sorrow abides, and happiness takes hifi leaver 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge* too willihgly. 
—I think, this is your d^ghter, 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that ygu asked her? 

Ijeon. Signior Benedick, no 3 for then were you a 
child. 

7 Quarrelsome fellow. 'Trust. 
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D. Pedro* You have it full. Benedick: we may 
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, the 
lady fathers herself : — ^Be happy, lady! for you are 
like an honourable father. 

Bene, If signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina, 
as like him as she is. 

Beat, I wonder, that you will still be talking, 
signior Benedick 5 po body marks you. 
\ Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain! are you yet 
living ? 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while she 
hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick ? 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain^ if you come 
in her presence. 

Bene. Thea is courtesy a turn-coat : — ^But it is 
certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : 
and I would I could find in -my heart that I had not 
a hard heart y for, truly, I love none. 

Beat, A dear happiness to women; they would 
dse have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I 
thank God, and my cold blood, I am of your hvunour 
for that 5 I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, 
than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that niind! 
so some gentleman or othO^ shall 'scape a predestinate 
scratched face. 

Beat. Scotching could not make it worse, an 
'twere such a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast 
of yours. 

VOL. II. K 
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Bene, I would^ my horse had the speed erf your 
tongue; and so good a condnuer : But keep your way 
o* God's name i I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick ; I know 
you of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all: Leonato^-^ 
signior Claudio^ and signior Benedick^*-my dear 
friend Leonato^ hath invited you all. I tell him^ we 
shall stay here at the least a month j and he heartily 
prays^ some occasion may detain us longer : I dare 
swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon. If 3rou swear, my lord, you^hall not be for- 
sworn. — ^Let me bid you welcome, my lord : bettig 
reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe you all 
duty. 

D.John. I thank you: I am not of- many words, 
but I thank you. 
Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 
D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go to* 
gether. {^Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 
Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter oi 
signior Leonato ? 
Bene. I noted her not } but I looked on her. 
Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 
Bene. Do you question me> as an hcmest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment } or wotild 
you have me speak afrer my custom, as being a pro« 
fessed tyrant to their sex ? 
Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment 
Befie. Why, i*faith, methinks she is too low for 
a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too 
little for a great praise : only this commendation X 
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can afford her 5 that were she other than she is, she 
were unhandsome; and being no other but as she is^ 
I do not like her. 

Claud, Thou thinkest> I am in sport) J pray thee> 
tell me truly how thou hkest her. 

Bene, Would you buy her, that you inquire after 
her. 
CUiud. Can^the world buy such a jewel ? 
Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a sad brow ? or do you play the flout- 
ii^ Jack 'y to. tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and 
Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key shall a 
man take you, to go in the song? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is tlie sweetest lady that 
ever I looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see 
no such matter : there's her cousin, an she were not 
possessed with a fury, eiLceeds her as much in beauty, 
as the first of May doth the last of December. But 
I hope, you have no intent to turn husband -, have 
you? 

Chtud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the, contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this, i*faith ? Hath not the 
urorld one man, but he will wear his cap with sus- 
picion ? Shall I never see a bachelor of three-score 
again ? Gro to, i*faith $ an thou wilt needs thrust thy 
neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh 
away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is returned to 
leek you. 
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Re-enter Don P^dro. 

D, Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that 
you followed not to Leonato's ? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me to 
tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear. Count Claudio : I can be secret 

1 

as a dumb man, I woulc| have you think so ; but on 
my allegiance, — ^mark you this, on my allegiance: — 
He is in love. With who ? — ^now that is your grace's 
part. — ^Mark, how short his answer is : — ^With Hero, 
Leonato'^ shbrt daughter. 

Cland. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: it is not so, 
nor 'twas not soj but, indeed, Ggd forbid it should 
be so. 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God for- 
bid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is 
very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, 
I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be loved, 
nor know how she should be worthy, is the opinion 
that fire cannot melt out of me 3 1 will die in it at the 
stake. 
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D. Pedro, Thou wast ever an obstinate heretick in 
the despite of beauty. 

Claud. Aiid never could maintain his part> but in 
the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most 
humble thanks : but that I will have a recheat^ wind- 
ed in my forehead, or hang my bugle ' in an invisible 
baldrick, * all women shall pardon me : Because I 
will not do them the wrong to mistrust any, I will 
do myself the right to trust none 5 and the fine is, (for 
the which I may go the finer,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro, I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale 
with love. 

Bene, With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, 
my lord 5 not with love s prove, that ever I lose more 
blood with love, than I will get again with drinking, 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and 
hang me up at the door of a brothel-house, for the 
lign of blind Cupid. 

D, Pedro, Well, if ever thou dost fall from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
iboot at me; and he that hits me, let him be dapped 
on the shoulder, and called Adam.' 

D, Pedro, Well, as time shall try : 
In time the savage bull doth hear the yoke. 

Bene, The savage bull may; but if ever the sensi-- 
ble Benedick bear it, pluck off the bulFs horns, and 
set them in my forehead: and let me be vilely paint* 

t The tune sounded to call off* the dogs. > Hunting-horn. 

^ Girdle. ^ The name of a famous archer. 
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ed; and in such great letters as they write. Here is 
good horse to hire, let them signify under my sign,— i 
Here you may see Benedick the married man, 

Claud, If this should ever happen, thou would*8t 
be horn-mad. 

D, Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene, I look for an earthquake too then. 

X>. Fedro. Well, you will temporize with the 
hours. In the mean time, good signior Benedick, 
repair to Leonato^s 5 conunend me to him, and tell 
him, I will not fail him at supper; for, indeed, he 
hath made great preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such 
an embassage 5 and so I commit yoi*-* 

CUmd, To the tuition of God : From my house, (if 
1 had it,)— 

D, Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend. 
Benedick. 

Bene, Nay, mock not, mock not: The body of 
your discourse is sometime guarded ^ with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither: 
ere you flout old ends any further, examine your 
conscience 5 and so I leave you. [Exit Benedick^ 

Claud, My liege, your highness now may do me 
good. 

I). Pedro, My love is thine to teach ; teach it but 
how. 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord > 

^ Trimmed* 
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D. Pedro* No child but Hero^ she's his only heir; 
Dost thou affect l^er> Claudio ? 

Claud. O my lord. 

When you went onward on this ended action^ 
I look*d upon her with a soldier's eye. 
That lik*d^ but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am retum*d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant^ in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires^ 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying* I lik*d her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro, Thou wilt be like a lover presently. 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it; 
I And I will break with her, and with her father. 
And thou shalt have her : Was*t not to this end^ 
That thpa began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love. 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

!>• Pedro. What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood ? 
The fairest grant is the necessity : 
Look, what will serve, is fit: 'tis once,* thou lov'st; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
J know, we shall have revelling to-night 3 
I will assume thy part in some disguise. 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio 3 
And La her bosom I'll unclasp my hearty 

9 Once for HU 



124 MUCH ADO Act I. 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 

And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her father will I break -, 

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 

In practice let us put it presently; [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 
A Room in Leonato*s House, 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Lcxm, How now, brother? Where is my cousin^ 
your son ? Hath he provided this musick ? 

Ant, He is very busy about it. But, brother, 
I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamed 
nbt of. 

Leon, Are they good ? 

Ant, As the event stamps them 5 but they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. The prince 
and Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached^ 
alley in my orchard, were thus much overheard by a 
man of mine : The prince discovered to Claudio, that 
he loved my niece your daughter, and meant to 
acknowledge it this night in a dance 3 and, if he found 
her accordant, he meant to take the present time by 
the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon, Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 

Ant, A good sharp fellow : I will send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

Leon, No, no 5 we will hold it as a dream, till it 
appear itself :— but I will acquaint my daughter 

^ Thickly-interwoven. 
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withal^ that she may be the better prepared for an 
answer^ if peradventure this be true. Gro you, and 
tell her of it. [^Several persons cross the stage, ^ Cousins^ 
you know what you have to do. — ^O, I cry you mercy, 
friend 3 you go with me, and I will use your skill :•— 
Good cousins have a care this busy time. ^Exeunf, 

SCENE III. 
Another Room in Leonato's house. 

Enter Don John and Conrade. 

Con. What the goujere,? my lord ! why are you 
Uius out of measure sad ? 

• D. John, There is. no measure in the occasion that 
breeds it, therefore tiie sadness is without limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

D, John, And when I have heard k, what blessing 
bringeth it ? 

Con, If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf- 
ferance. 

D, Johfu I wonder, that thou being (as thou say'st 
thou art) bom under Saturn, goest about to apply a 
moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I cannot 
hide what I am : I must be sad when I have cause, 
and smile at no man's jests j eat when I have stomach, 
and wait for no man's leisure 5 sleep when I am 
drowsy^ and tend to no man's business ^ laugh when 
I am merry, and claw ^ no man in his humour. 

Con, Yea, but you must not make the full show 
of this, till you may do it without controhnent. You 

7 The venereal disease. » Flatter, 
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have of late stood out against your brother^ and he 
hath ta'en you newly into his grace 3 where it is iin* 
^possible you should take true root, but by the fair 
"weather that you make yourself: it is needful that 
you frame the season for your own harvest. 

D. John, I had rather be a canker^ in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace 5 and it better fits my blood 
to be disdained of all, than to fashion a carriage to 
rob love from any : in this, though I cannot be said 
to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied 
that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with 
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog 3 therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage : If I had my 
mouth, I would bitej if I had my liberty, I would 
do my liking : in the mean time, let me be that I aov 
and seek not to alter me. 

Con, Gan you make no use of your discontent? 

X). John, I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? What news, Borachio ? 

Enter Borachio. 
' Bora, I came yonder from a great supper 3 the prince, 
your brother, is royally entertained by Leonato; and 
I can give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 
' D. John, Will it serve for any model to build mis- 
chief on ? What is he for a fool, that betroths him- 
self to unquietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother*s right hand. 
D. John, Who ? the most exquisite Clandio? 
Bora, Even he. 

D, John, A proper squire! And who> and who? 
which way looks he ? 

9 Dog-ro8e« 
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Bora. Many^ on Hero^ the daughter and heir of 
Leonato. 

X). John, A very forward March.chick! How 
came you to this ? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
•moking a musty room, comes me the prince and 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad ' conference : I whipt 
me behind the arras ; and there heard it agreed upon, 
that the prince should woo Hero for himself, and 
having obtained her, give her to count Claudio. 

D. John, Come, come, let us thither 5 this may 
prove food to my displeasure : that young start-up 
hath all the glory of my overthrow j if I can cro8$ 
him any way, I bless myself every way : You are 
iH^th sure, and will assist me ? 

Con, To the death, my lord. 

D. John. Let us to the great supper 5 their cheer 
is the greater, that I am subdued : * Would the cook 
were of my mind!^-Shall we go prove what's to be 
done ? 

Bora. W^*ll wait upon your lordship. ^Exeunt. 

* 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. A Hall in Leonato's Home. 

Enter Leokato, Antonio, Hero^ Beatrice, 

" and others. 

Leon, Was not count John here at supper ? 
Ant, I saw him not. 

Beat, How tartly Ihat gentleman looks ! I never 
can see him, but I am heart-burned an hoar after. 

' Serious. 
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Hero, He is of a very melancholy disposition* 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that w^re made 
just in the mid-way between him and Benedick : the 
one is too like an image, and says nothing ; and the 
other, too like my lady's eldest sob, evermore tat- 
tling. 

Leon, Then half signior Benedick's tongue in count 
John's mouth, and half count John's melancholy in 
signior Benedick'^ foce, — 

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough^ in his purse, such a man would 
win any woman in the world, — if he could get her 
good will. 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get 
thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Anf, In faith, she is too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen 
God's sending that way : for it is said, God sends a 
curst cow short horns; but to a cow too curst he sendi( 
none. 

Leon, So, by being too curst, God will send you 
no horns. 

Beat, Just, if he send me no husband; for the 
which blessing; I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening : Lord ! I could not endure a 
husband with a beard on his face 5 I had. rather lie in 
the woollen. 

Leon, You may light upon a husband, that hath 
no beard. 

Beat, What should I do with him ? dress him in 
my apparel, and make him my waiting gentlewo- 
man ? He that "hath a beard, is more than a youth ; 
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and he that hath no beards is less than a man: and 
he that is more than a youths is not. for me 3 and 
he that is less than a man^ I am not for him ; There- 
fore I will even take sixpence in earnest of the bear-* 
herd^ and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon, Well then, go you into hell ? 

Beat, No 3 but to the gate 3 and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on 
his head, and say. Get you to heaven, Beatrice^ get 
you to heaven; here* 8 no place for you maids: so deliver 
I up my apes, and away to Saint Peter for the hea- 
vens 3 he shows me where the bachelors sit, and 
there live we as merry as Uie day is long. 

Ant, Well, niece, [To Hero.] I trust, you will 
be ruled by your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith 3 it is my cousin's duty to make 
courtesy, and say. Father, as it please you : — ^but yet 
for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, 
or else make another courtesy, and say. Father, as it 
please me, 

Leon, Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 

Beat, Not till God make men of some other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over- 
mastered with a piece of valiant dust ? to make an 
account of her life to a clod of wayward marl ? No, 
uncle, 1*11 none: Adam's sons are my brethren 3 and 
truly> I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon, Daughter, remember, what I told you: if 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beat, The fault will be in the musick, cousin^ if 
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you be not woo'd in good time: if the prince be too 
important^* tell him, there is measure in every thing, 
and so dance out the answer. For hear me. Hero ^ 
Wooing, wedding, and repenting,, is ^s a Scotch jig, 
a measure, and a cinque-rpace : the first suit is hot 
and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fantastical ; 
the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure full of 
state and ancientry ^ and then comes repentance, and, 
with his bad legs, fi^ls into the cinque-pace faster 
and faster, till he sink into his grave^ 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 
^ Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ^ I can see a church 
by day-light. 

Leon, The revellers are entering; brother, make 
good room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal- 
THAZA113 Don John, Borachio, Margaret, 
Ursula, and others, masked, 

D. Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your 
friend ? * 

Hero, So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
«ay nothing, I am yours for the walk 5 and, espe^ 
cially, when I walk away. 

D. Pedro, With me in your company ? 

Hero, I may say so, when I please. ' 

D, Pedro, And when please you to say so? 

Hero, When I like your favour; for (Jod defend,* 
the lute should be like the case ! 

D, Pedro, My visor is Philemon's roof j within the 
house is Jove. 

* Importunate. 3 Lover. ♦ Fprbid. 
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Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch'd. 

1>. FedrOf Speak low, if you speak love. 

[Takes her aside* 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. 

Meirg. So would not I, for your own sake 3 for I 
have many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Bene. I love )rou the better 3 the hearers may cry. 
Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer ! 

Btdih, Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my sight, when 
the dance is done ! — ^Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words 3 the clerk is answered. 
. Vrs. I know you well enough 5 you are signior 
Antonio. . 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless 
you were the very man : Here's his diy hand up and 
down 3 you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs» Come, come 3 do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit? Can virtue hide itself? 
Go to, muih, you are he : graces will appear, and 
there's an end. ^ 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beatf Nor will you not tell me who you are } 

Bene. Notnow« 
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Beat, That I was disdainful, — ^and that I. had my 
good wit out of the Hundred merry Toic^j— Well, 
this was signior Benedick that said so. 

Bene. What's he? 

Beat, I am sure, you know him well enough. 

Beric, Not I, believe me. 

Beat, Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene, I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat, Why, he is the prince's jester : ,a very dull 
fool; only his gift is in devising impossible ^ slanders: 
none but libertines delight in him; and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in bis villainy; for 
he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and then 
they laugh at him, and beat him : I am sure, he is 
in the fleet ; I would he had boarded^ me. 
' Bene, When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him 
what you say. 

Beat, Do, do : he'll but break a comparison or 
two on me; which, peradventure, not marked, or 
not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy; and 
then there's a partridge' wing saved, for the fool will 
eat no supper that night. \^M'usick withm,'] We 
must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat, Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them 
at the next turning. 

^Dance. Then exettnt fill but Don John, 
BoRAciiio, aw(/ Claudio. 

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, 

and hath withdrawn her father -U) break with him 

about it : The ladies follow her, and but one visor 

remains, 

5 Incredible. « Accosted. 
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Bora. And that is Claudio: I know him by his 
bearing.^ 

D, Jokrik Are not you signior Benedick ? 

Claud* You know me well 5 I am he. 

D* John^ Signior^ you are very near my brother in 
his love : he is enamoured, on Hero 5 I pray you, dis-» 
suade him ^om her, she is no equal for his birth : 
you may do the part of an honest man in it< 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

D. John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would many 
her to-night. 

D. John. Come, let us to tlie banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, , 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.— 
Tis certain so^ — the prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 
Save in the office and affairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues 5 
Let every eye negotiate for itself^ 
And trust no agent : for beauty is a witchj 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.^ 
This is an accident of hourly proof. 
Which I mistrusted not: Farewell therefore. Hero! 

Jte-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither ? 

^ Carriage, demeanour. * Passion. 

VOL. II. L 
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Bene. Evesn to the next willow, about your owft 
businefes, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of? About your neck, like an usurer's chain? 
or under your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf? You 
must wear it one way, for the prince hath got your 
Hero. 

Claud, I wish him joy of her. . 
Bene, Why, that's spoken like an honest drovcrj 
so they sell bullocks. But did you think, the fMrince 
would have served you thus ? 
Claud, I pray you, leave me. 
Bene, Ho! now you strike like the blind man; 
'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat 
the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. {^Exit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep 
into sedges.— But, that my lady Beatrice should 
know me, and not know me! The prince's fool!— 
Ha ! it may be, I go under that title, because I am 
mjerry.— Yeaj but so 5 I am apt to do myself wrong: 
I am not so reputed : it is the base, the bitter dis- 
position of Beatrice, that puts the world into her 
person, and so gives me out. Well, I'll be revetted 
as I may. 

Re'enter. Pon Pedro, Hero, and Leonato. 

D. Pedro, Now, signior, where's the count; Did 
you see him ? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melanchc^y as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told 
him true, that your grace had got the good will of 
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thisjrotmgkdy; and I offered him my company td 
a willow tree, eithw to make him a garland, ad being 
forsaken, or to bind ham up a ^od, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 

D. Pedro. To be whipped ! Whafs his fatdt ? 

Bene, The flat transgression of a school-boy 5 who, 
being overjoy'd with finding a bird*s nest, shows it 
his companion, and he steals it. 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression I 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene, Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had been 
made^ and the garland too ; for the garland he might 
have worn himself; and the rod he might have be- 
stow*d on ypu, who, as I take it, have stoFn his 
bird's nest. 

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and re- 
store them to the (rMtt. 

Bette. If their singing answer your saying, by my 
feith, you say honestly. 

i>. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you; 
the gentleman, that danced with her, told her, she 
is much wronged by you. 

liene. O, she misused me past the endurance of a 
block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would 
have answered her; my very visor began to assume 
life, and scold with her : She told me, not thinking I 
had been myself^ that I was the prince's jester ; that 
I was duller than a great thaw ; 'huddling jest upon 
jest, with such impossible*^ conveyance, upon me, 
that I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole 

9 Incredible. 
L 2 
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army shooting at me : She speaks poniards^ and eveiy 
word stabs: if her breath were as terrible as her 
terminations, there were no living near her, she 
would infect to the north star. I would not marry 
her, though she were endowed with all that Adam 
had left him before he transgressed : she would have 
made Hercules have turned spit j yea, and have cleft 
his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her j 
you shall find her the infernal Ate ' in good apparel. 
I would to God, some scholar would conjure her; 
for, certainly, while she is here, a man may live as 
quiet in hell, as in a sanctuary 3 and people sin upon 
purpose, because they would go thither ; so, indeed, 
all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her. 

Re-enter Claudio and Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace conmiand me any service to 
the world's end? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send 
me on ; 1 will fetch you a toothpic^er now from the 
farthest inch of Asia; bring you the length of Prester 
John's foot 5 fetch you a hair oflf the great Cham's 
beard 5 do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather 
than hold three words' conference with this harpy : 
You have no employment for me ? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. O God, sir, here's a dish I love not) I can- 
not endure my lady Tongue. [£w>. 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come^ you have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. 

' The Goddess of Discord. 
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Beat. Indeed^ my lord> he lent it me a while; and 
I give him use * for it, a double heart for his single 
one : marry, once before, he won it of me with false 
dice, therefore your grace may well say, I have lost it. 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you have 
put him down. 

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord, 
lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have 
brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count ? wherefore are 
you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro. How then ? Sick ? 

Claud. Neither, mv lord. 

Beat, The count is neither sad. nor sick, nor merry, 
nor well: but civil, count 5 civil as an orange, and 
something of that jealous complexion. 

D, Pedro. I*faith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true J though, 1*11 be sworn, if he be so, his conceit 
is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, 
and fair Hero is won -, I have broke with her father, 
and his good will obtained : name the day of marriage, 
and God give thee joy ! 

,Leon, Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her my fortunes: his grace hath made the match, 
and all grace say Amen to it ! 

Beat. Speak, count, *tis your cue.^ 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I 
were but little happy, if I could say how much. — 
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away my- 
self for you, and dote upon the exchange. 

* Interest, 3 Turn : a phrase among the players. 
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Beat, Speak, cousin 5 or, if you cannot, stop his 
piouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

D. Pedro, In faithi lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat, Yea, my lord 5 I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy side of care : — My cousin tells him in 
his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Clnud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat, Good lord, for alliance ! — Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned j. I may 
sit in a corner, and cry, heigh ho ! for a husband. 

D, Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I will get you ope. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's 
getting: Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you? 
Your father got excellent husbands, if a maid could 
come by ^em. 

D, Pedro, Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat, No, my lord, unlesJf I might have another 
for working-days 3 your gi'ace is too costly to wear 
every day: — ^But, I beseech your grace, pardon me: 
I was born to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

J). Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to 
be raeny best becomes you 5 for, out of question, 
you were born in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry'dj but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was I 
born. — Cousins, God give you joy! 

Leofi, Niece, will you look to those things^I told 
you of ? 

Beat, I cry you mercy, uncle.---By your grace's 
pgrdon. [ExzV Beatrice. 

D, Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited Jady. 

Leon. There's little of, the melancholy element in 
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ber^ my lord: she is never sad^ but when she sleeps 5 
and not ever sad then 5 for I have heard my daughter 
say^ she hath often dreamed of unhappiness, and 
waked herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a 
busbaiid. 

Leon. O, by no means 5 she mocks all &er wooers 
oat of suit. \ 

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Be- 
^oedick. 

Leon. O lord, my lord, if they were but a week 
married, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord : ' Time goes on 
cratches, till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-nighty and a time too brief too, 
to have all things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a 
breathings but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us 3 I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules* labours 3 which is, to 
bring signior Benedick, and the lady Beatrice into a 
mountain of affection, the one with the other. I 
would fain have it a match 3 and I doubt not but to 
fashion it, if you three will but minister such assist- 
ance as I shall give you direction. 

IJeon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me 
ten nights* watchings. ^ 

Claud. And I, my lord. 
IX Pedro, And you too, gentle Hero ? 
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Hero, I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 

D, Pedro, And Benedick is not the unhopefullest 
husband that I know : thus far can I praise him 5 he 
is of a noble strain,^ of approved valour, and con- 
firmed honesty. I will teach you how to humour 
your cousin, that she shall fall in love with Bene- 
dick : — ^d I, with your two helps, will so practice 
on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick wit and 
his queasy 5 stomach, he shall fall in love with Bea- 
trice. If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an 
archer 5 his glory shall be ours, for we are the only 
love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my 
. df ift. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Another Room in Leonato's House, 

Enter Don John and Borachio. 

D. John, It is soj the count Claudio shall many 
the daughter of Leonato. 

Bora, Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it, 

D, John, Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
will be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure 
to him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his afiection, 
ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this 
marriage ? 

Bora, Not honestly, my lord 3 but so covertly that 
no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

D, John, Show me briefly how. 

4- Lineage. s Fasti^iq^ 
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Bora, I thinks 1 told your lordship, a year since^ 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, tlie wait- 
ing-gentlewoman to Hero. 

D. Johfi. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady*s chamber- 
window. 

D. John, What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage ? 

Bora, The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince your brother j spare not to tell 
him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying 
the renowned Claud io (whose estimation do you 
mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such a 
one as Hero. 

D, John. What proof shall I make of tliat ? 

Bora. Propf enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you 
for any otlier issue J 

D, John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, that 
you know that Hero loves me 3 intend^ a kind of 
zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as — in love of 
your brother's honour who hath made this match ; 
and his friend's reputation, who is thus like t^ be 
cozened with the semblance of a maid, — that you 
have discovered thus. ITiey will scarcely believe this 
without trial : offer them instances -, which shall bear 
no less likelihood^ than to see me at her chamber- 

« Pretend. 
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window; hear me call Margaret^ Hero; hear Mar- 
garet term me Borachio; and bring tLem to see thig^ 
the very night before the intended wedchng : for, in 
the mean time, 1 will so fashion the matter, that 
Hero shfdl be absent; and there shall appear such 
seeming truth of Hero's disloyalty, that jealousy 
shall be call'd assurance, and all the preparation 
overthrown. 

D. Joki. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, 
I will put it in practice : Be cunning in the working 
this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora, Be you constant in the accusation, and my 
cunning shall not shame me. 

D. John. I will presently go learn their day of 
marriage. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
Leonato's Garden* 

Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene, Boy, — 

Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book; bring 
it hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that;— but I would have thee hence, 
and here again. [Exit Boy.] — ^I do much wonder, 
that one man, seeing how much another man is a 
fool when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, 
after he hath laughed at such shallow follies in others, 
become the argument of his own scorn, by falling in 
love : And such a man is Claudio, I have known. 
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vrfaen there was no miisick with him but the drum 
and fife ; and now had he rather hear the tabor and 
the pipe : I have known, when he would have walked 
ten mile afoot, to see a good armour ; and now will 
he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a new 
doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the 
purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier; and 
now is he turn*d orthographer *, his words are a very- 
fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May I be so converted, and see with these eyes? 
I cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be sworn, but 
love may transform me to an oyster; but Til take my 
oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, he 
shall never make me such a fool. One woman is 
fair; yet I am well : another is wise; yet I am well : 
another virtuous ; yet I ani well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in 
my grace. Rich she shall be, that's certain ; wise, 
or 1*11 none; virtuous, or 1*11 never cheapen herj 
fair, or Til never look on her ; mild, or come not 
near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good 
discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair shall 
be of what colour it please God. Ha ! tlie prince 
and monsieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbour. 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Clavdio, 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this musick ? 
Claud. Yea, my good lord:— How still the even- 
ing is. 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 
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D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid him- 
self? 
Claud, O, very well, my lord : the musick ended. 
We'll fit the kid-fox^ with a penny-worth. 

Enter Balthazar, with musick, 

D. Pedro, Come, Balthaiar, we'll hear that song 
again. 

Balth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voi6e 
To slander musick any more than once. 

D, Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency. 
To put a strange face on his own perfection : — 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Balth, Because you talk of wooing, I will sing: 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy 3 yet he wooes 5 
Yet will he swear, he loves. 

D, Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come: 

Ory if thou wilt hold longer argument. 
Do it in notes. 

Balth, Note this before my notes. 

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

D.Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that he 
speaks 5 
Note, notes, forsooth, and noting! {^Musick, 

Bene. Now, Divine air ! now is his soul ravished! 
— Is it not strange, that sheep's guts should hale souls 
out of men's bodies ? — ^Well, a horn for my money, 
when all's done. 

7 Young or cub-fox. 
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Balthazar sings. 

I. 

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore ; 
' To one thing constant neccr : 
Then sigh not so, 
. But let them go. 
And be you blith and bonny ; 
Converting all your sfjjpids of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

It. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo^ 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so. 

Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, Spc. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balth, And an ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha ? no j no, faith -, thou singest well 
enough for a shifit. 

Bene. lAside."] An he had been a dog, that shoiild 
have howled thus, they would have hanged him: 
and, I pray Crod, his bad voice bode no mischief! I 
had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what 
plague could have come' after it. 

X). Pedro. Yea, marry; [To CLAupio.]T-Dost 
thou hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some ex- 

> Longer. 
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cellent musick ; for to-morrow night we would have 
it at the lady Hero*s chamber-window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

X). Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exeunt Balthazab. 
and mtisick,'] Come hither, Leonato : What was it 
you told me of to-day? that your niece Beatrice 
was in love with signior Benedick ? 

Claud. O, ay; — Stalk on, stalk on; the fowl sits. 
[Aside to Pedro.] I did never 'think that lady 
would have loved any man. 

Lem. No, nor I neither; but most wonderfiil, 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom 
she hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bene. Is*t possible ? Sits the wind in that corner ? 

[Aside. 

Leon, By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection, — ^it is past the infinite of thought.^ 

D, Fedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God! counterfeit! There never was cbun- 
terfeit of passion came so near the life of passion, as 
she discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she? 

Claud. Bait the hook well j this fish will bitie. 

[Aside. 

Leon, What effects, my lord ! She will sit you, — • 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

JD. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze 

9 Beyond the power of thought to conceive. 
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me : I woald have thought har spirit had been in-* 
vincible against all assaults of affection. 

L&n. I would have sworn it had, my lord 5 espe- 
cially against Bene(tick. 

Bene. lAnde."] I should think this a gull, but that 
the white-bearded fellow speaks it : knavery cannot, 
sure, hide itself in such reverence. 
Claud. He hath ta*en the infection; hold it up. 

[^Aside. 
JD. Pedro. Hath she made her afiection known to 
Benedick ? 

Lem. No ', and swears she never will : thafs her 
torment. 

Claud, 'Tis true, indeed; so your daughter says: 
Shall 1, says she, that have so oft encounter d km with 
scorn f write to him that I love him ? 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning to 
write to him : for shell be up twenty times a night; 
and there will she sit in her smock, till she have writ 
a sheet of paper : — ^my daughter tells us aU. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re- 
member a pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O!— When sihe had writ it, and was reading 
it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between 
the sheet ? — 
Claud. That. 

Lean. O ! she tore the letter into a thousand half- 
pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so im- 
modest to write to one that she knew would £out 
her : / measure him^ says she, hy my own spirit; for I 
ikould flout him J if he writ to me; yeay though 1 l&ce 
Uniy I should. 
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Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps^ 
sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses 5— 
siveet Benedick ! God give me patience ! 

Leon, She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : and 
the ecstasy" hath so much overborne her, that my 
daughter is sometime afraid she will do a desperate 
outrage to herself 5 It is very true. 

X). Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it 
by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud, To what end ? He would but make a sport 
of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang 
him : She's an excellent sweet lady 3 and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Cloud, And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro, In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating in 
so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that 
blood hath the victory. 1 am sorry for her, as I 
have just cause, being h^r uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would, she had bestowed this dotage 
on me J I would have daiFd* all other respects, and 
made her half myself : I pray you, tell Benedick of 
it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon, Were it good, think you ? 

Claud, Hero thinks surely, she will die: for she 
says, she will die if he love her not 5 and she will die 
ere she makes her love known 5 and she will die if 
he woo her, rather than she will *bate one breath of 
her accustomed crossness. 

V. Pedro. She doth weU : if she should malce 

' Alienation of mind. ^ Throwa off. 
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tendered her love, 'tis very possible he^U scorn itj 
for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptible' 
spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper ^ man. 

D. Pedro, He hath, indeed, a good outward hap- 
piness. 

Claud, ^Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

D. Pedro, He doth, indeed, show some sparks 
that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. . 

D, Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise; for 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or un- 
dertakes them with a most christian^like fear. 

Leon. If he do ftar God, he must necessarily keep 
peace 5 if he break the peace, he ought to enter into 
a quarrel widi fear and trembling* 

D. Pedro, And so will he do 3 for the man doth 
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him, by some 
large jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for your 
Aiece: Shall we go see Behedick, and tell him of 
her love? 

Cla^, Never tell him> my lord; let her wear it 
out with good counsel* 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her 
heart out first. 

D, Pedro, Well, we'U hear further of it by your 
daughter; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well; 
dnd I could wish he would modestly examine him- 
self, to see. how much he is unworthy so good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is re^dy. 

' Conttmptuous. ^ Ha.ndsome. 

TOL. II. M 
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Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this^ I will 
never trust my expectation. [Aside. 

D, Pedro, Let there be the same net 'spread for 
her 3 and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another's dotage, and no such 
matter J that's the scene that I would see, which 
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to 
^ call him in to dinner. [Aside. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and L£oi« ato. 

Benedick advances from the arbour, 

hene. This can be no trick : The conference wa» 
sadly borne. 5 — ^They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady 5 it seems, her 
affections have their full bent. Love me! why, it 
must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they 
say, 1 will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love 
come from her j they say too, tliat she will rather die 
than give any sign of affection. — ^I did never think 
to marry : — I must not seem proud :— Happy are 
they that hear their detractions, and c^n put them to ^ 
mending. They say, the lady is fair 5 'tis a truth, I 
can bear them witness: and virtuous j — 'tis so, I, 
cannot reprove it} and wise, but for loving me :— 
By my troth, it is no addition to her wit j — nor no 
great argument of her folly, for I will be horribly in . 
love with her. — ^I may chance have some odd quirks 
and remnants of wit broken on me, because I have 
railed so long against marriage :^But doth not the 
appetite alter? A man loves the meat in his youth, 

s Seriously carried on. , 
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that Be cannot endure in his age : Shall quips, and 
tentences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe 
a man from the career of his humour ? No : The 
t^orld must be peopled. When I said, I would die a 
bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were 
married. — Here comes Beatrice : By this day, She's 
a fajr lady : I do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner. 

Befte. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat, I took no more pains for those thanks, than 
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been pain&il, 
I would not have come. 

BeTie. You take pleasure in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw withal : — ^You have 
no stomach, signior 3 fare ypu well. {Exits' 

B^ne. Ha ! Against my wiU I am sent to hid ymt . 
cxitne to dinner- — there's a double meaning in that. / 
took no more pains for those thanks, than you took pains, 
to thank me — that's as much as to say. Any pains 
that I take for you is as easy as thanks : — If I do not 
take pity of her, I am a villain 5 if I do not love her, 
I am a Jew : I will go get her picture. {Exit* 
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ACT III. 

I 

SCENE I. Leonato's Garden. 

Enter HiRRO, Margaret, and Ursvla. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlpurj 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing^ with the Prince and Claudio : 
"Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her 3 say, that thou overheard'st us 5 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower. 
Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the sun. 
Forbid the sun to enter 5 — ^like favourites. 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it:~-there will she hide 

"her. 
To listen our propose : This is thy office. 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
sently. [Exit. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come. 
As we do trace this alley up and down. 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made. 
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin ^ 

* DiscQUisins* 
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£»^er Bbatrice^ behind. 

For look where Beatrice^ like a lapwings runs 
Close by the ground^ to hear o\ir conference. 

Urs. The pleasant*st angling is to see the fi^h 
Cut with her golden oars the siWer stream^ 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched* in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her^ that her ear lose 
nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.— 

[TAey advance to the bower, 
Noj truly> Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know^ her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock.'' 

Urs. But are you sure. 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 

Hero, They did entreat me to acquaint her of it : 
But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
hnd never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as fall, as fortunate a bed, ' 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero. O God of love! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never framed a woman's heart 

7 A species of haWks. 
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Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes^^ 
Misprising^ what they look on -, and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection. 
She is so self-endeared, 
' Urs. Sure, I think so 5 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 
Hero. Why, you speak truth: I never yet saw 
man. 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely feator^dj 
But she would spell him backward : if fair-faced, 
She*d swear, the gentleman should b^ her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an anticky 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all wind : 
If silent, why a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out 3 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs, Sure> sure, such carping is not commendable* 
Hero, No : not to be so odd, and from all fashion^j, 
A^ Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 
She*d mock me into air j O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire. 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

^^-Undervaluing, 
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It were a better death than die with mocks ; 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it j hear what she will say. 

Hero* No ,• rather I will go to Benedick^ 
And counsel him to fight against his passion; 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know. 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swifts and excellent a wit. 
As she is prized to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam. 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument,' and valour. 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero, Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 
, Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.— 
When are you married, madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day 5 — to-morrow: Come, go in; 
ril show thee some attires 5 and have thy counsel. 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. She's Um'd* I warrant you 5 we have caught 

her, madam. 
Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps ; 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

lExeunt Hero and Ursula* 

9 Ready. > Conversation. * Ensnared with birdlime. 
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Beatrice advances. 

Beat. What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on, J will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand j 
If thou dost love, nay kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band : 
For others say, thou dost deserve 3 and I 
Believe it better than reportingly, [Exih 

. SCENE II, 
A Room in Leonato*8 House. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 

Leonato, 

D. Fedro. I do but stay till your marriage be con- 
stimmate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Ctavd. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro, Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
the new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child 
his new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will only 
be bold with Benedick for his company j for," from 
the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is all 
mirth 5 he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow- 
string, and the little hangman dare not shoot at him : 
he bath a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue 
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U the clapper 5 for what his heart thinks^ his tongue 
epeaks. 

Bene, Gallants^ I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say 1 3 methinks^ you are sadder. 

Claud. I hope, he be in love. 

D.^Pedro. Hang him, truant 3 there's no true drop 
of blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love ; if he , 
be sad, he wants money* 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

D, Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it ! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
wards. 

D. Pedro. What ? sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leofi. Where is but a humour, or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, Every one can master a grief, but he 
that has it. 

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. 

D. Pedro, There is no appearance of fancy in him^ 
unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises > 
as, to be a Dutchman to-day 3 a Frenchman to-mor*- 
row; or in the shape of two countries at once, as, 
a German from the waist downward, all slops -, ' and 
a Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet : Unless 
he have a fincy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, 
he is nd' fool for fancy, as you would have it appear 
he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman^ 
there is no believing old signs : he brushes his hat o' 
mornings -, What should that bode ? 

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's ? 

I 

3 Large loose breeches. 
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• Claud, No, but the barber's man hath been seen 
with him 3 and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
akeady stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by 
the loss of a beard. 

J). Fedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet : Can 
you smell him out by that ? 

Claud. That's as much as to say. The sweet 
youth's in love. 

D. Fedro. The greatest note of it is his melan- 
choly. 

Clcatd. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, 
I hear what they say of him. 

Claud, Nay, but his jesting spirit 5 which is now 
crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that teUs a heavy tale for h&m : 
Conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves' him. 

Z). Pedro, That would I know too; I warrant, one 
that knows him not. 

Claud, Yes, and his iU conditions 3 and, in despite 
of all, dies for him. 

D. Pedro, She shall be buried with her face up- 
wards. 

Bene, Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach.-^ 
Old signior, walk aside with me : I have studied 
eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which 
these hobby-horses must not hear. 

\^Ex€unt Bexkdick and Leonato, 

J)f Pedro, For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. ' - 
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Ciaud. Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have by 
this played their parts with Beatrice; and then th^ 
two bears will not bite one anotlier^ when they 
meet. 

% Enter Don John, 

D. John, My lord and brother, God save you. 

P. Pedro, Grood den, brother. 

D. John, If your leisure served, I would speak 
with you. 

X). Pedro. In private ? 

D. John, If it please you j — ^yet count Claudio 
may hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns him, 

D, Pedro. What's the matter ? 

D, John. Means your lordship to be married to- 
morrow ? [To Claudio. 

D. Pedro. You know, he does. 

D. John, I know not that^ when he knows what I 
know. 

Claud, If there be any impediment^ I pray you> 
discover it. 

D, John, You may tliink, I love you not ; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by tliat I now 
will manifest: For my brother, I think, he holds 
you well ; &nd in dearness of heart hath holp to 
effect your ensuing marriage: surely, suit ill spent, 
and labour ill bestowed ! 

D, Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 

D. John. I came hitlicr to tell you j and, circuni« 
stances shortened, (for she hath been too long a talk« 
ing of,) tlie lady is disloyal. 

Claud, Who? Hero? 
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D.John, Even she; Leonato*s Hero, your Hero, 
every man's Hero. 

Ckntd, Disloyal? 

D. John, The word is too good to paint out her 
wickedness 3 I could say, she were worse; think 
you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. * Wonder 
not till further warrant : go but with me to-night, 
you shall see her chamber- window entered ; even the 
night before her wedding-day : if you love her then, 
to-morrow wed her; but it would, better fit your 
honour to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so ? ' . 

D. Pedro, I will not think it. 

D. John, If you dare not trust that you see, confess 
not that you know : if you will follow me, I will 
show you enough 3 and when you have seen more, 
and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud, If I see any thing to-night why I should 
not marry her to-morrow; in the congregation, where 
I should wed, there will I shame her. 

D, Pedro, And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, 
I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

D, John. I will disparage her no farther, till you 
are my witnesses : bear it coldly but tiU midnight, 
and let the issue show itself. 

X). Pedro, O day untowardly turned ! 

Cland. O mischief strangely thwarting! 

D. John, O plague right well prevented ! 
So will you say, when you have seen the sequel. 

[ExcurU* 
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IJCENE in. 

A Street. 

'Enter Dogberry cartd Verges, with the Watch. 

Dogb, Are you good men and true? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for 
them, if they should have any allegiance in them, 
being chosen for the prince's watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Do^. First, who think you the most desartlesg. 
man to be constable ? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoalj[ 
for they can write and read. 

Dogbl Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. God hath 
blessed you with a good name : to be a well-favoured 
man is the gift of fortune ^ but to write and read 
comes by nature. 

2 Watch, fioth which, master constable, 

D(^. You have; I knew it would be your an- 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give Gtod 
thanks, and make no boast of it; and for your writing 
and reading, let that appear when there is no need of 
such vanity. You are thought here to be the most 
senseless and fit man for the constable of the watch 3 
therefore bear you the lantern : This is your charge ; 
You shall comprehend all vagrommen; you are to 
hid any man stand, in the prince's name. 
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2 Watch, How if he will not stand ? 

Dogh, Why then, take no note of him, but let 
him go 5 and presently call the rest of the watch to- 
gether, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Vergi If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince's subjects. 
. Do^, True, and they are to meddle with none but 
the prince's subjects :— You shall aKo make no noise 
in the streets 3 for, for the watch to babble and talk^ 
is most tolerable and not to be endured. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk; we know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Dogh, Why, you speak lik^ an ancient and most 
quiet watchman; for I cannot see how sleeping 
should offend : only, have a care that your bills* be 
not stolen: — ^Well, you are to call at all the ale-' 
houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch, How if they will not? 

Dogh. Why then, let them alone till they are sober; 
if they make you not then tlie better answer, yoU 
may say, they are not the men you took them for. 

'2 Watch, Well, sir. 

Dogh, If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man : and, for 
such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with 
them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2 Watch, If we know him to be a thief, shall we 
not lay hands on him ? 

Dogh, Truly, by your office, you may; but, I 
think, they that touch pitch will be defiled: ther 
most peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief/ 

♦ Weapons of the watchmen. 
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is, to let him show himself what he is^ and steal out 
of your company* 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb, Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will ; 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

2 Watch, How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us. 

Dogb, Why then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying : for the ewe that will 
not hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer a 
calf when he bleats. 
Verg. 'Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the prince's own person ; if you 
meet the prince in the night, you may stay him. 
Verg. Nay by'r lady, that, I think, he cannot. 
Dogb. Five shillings to one on*t, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him : marry, 
not without the prince be willing : for, indeed, the 
watch ought to offend no man 5 and it is an offence 
to stay a man against his will. 
Verg. By*r lady, I think, it be so, 
Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night : an 
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me : 
keep your fellows' counsels and your own, and good 
night. — Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let 
U8 go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and 
then all to-bed. 
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Dogb, One word more, honest neighbours : I pray 
you, watch about signior I#onato's door; for the 
wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil 
to-night : Adieu, be vigitant, I beseech you, 

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 

Enter Borachio and Coxrade. 

Bora. What! Conrade, — 

Watch, Peace, stir not. [Aside* 

Bora, Conrade, I say ! 

Cm, Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora, Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought^ 
there would a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that ; and now 
forward with thy tale. 

Bora, Stand thee close then under this pent-house, 
for it drizzles rain 3 and I will, like a true drunkard, 
utter all to thee. 

Watch. [Aside,'] Some treason, masters; yet stand 
close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con, Is it possible that any villainy should be so 
dear ? 

Bora, Thou should' st rather ask, if it were possible 
any villainy should be so rich 5 for when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what 
price they will. 

Co;?.' I wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows, thou art unconfirmed:^ Thou 
knowes^, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat^ or 
a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

& Unpractised in the ways of the world. 
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Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora, I mean, the fa^ion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush! I may as Well say, the fooFs the 
fool. But see*st thou not what a defonned thief this 
fashion is ? 

Watch. I know that Defonned; he has been a 
Tile thief this seven year 5 he goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody } 

Con. No 'y 'twas the vane on the house. • 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief 
this £ishion is ? how giddily he turns about all the 
hot bloods, between fourteen and &ve and thirty? 
soitietime, fashioning them like Pharaoh's soldiers in 
the reechy^ paintings sometime, like god Bel's priests 
lathe old church window; sometime, like the shaven 
Hercules in the smirched ? worm-eaten tapestry, 
whdre his cod-piece seems as massy as his club? 

Con. AH this I see; and see, that the fashion wears 
oat more apparel than the man : But art not thou 
thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou hast 
'shifted out of thy tale into teUing me of the fashion ? 

Bora. Not so neither : but know, that I h^ve to- 
night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentlewoman, 
by the name of Heroj she leans me out at her 
Dustress' chamber- window^ bids me a thousand times 
•good nighty — I tell this tale vilely : — I should first 
tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my master, 
planted, and placed, and possessed by my master Don 

^ SmoKed. ? Soiled. 

VOL. II. N 
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John^ saw afar off in the orchard this amiable en« 
counter. 

Con, And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora, Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio; 
but the devil my master knew she was \ Margaret; 
and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them> 
partly by the d^k . night, which did deceive them^ 
but chiefly by 'my villainy, which did confirm any 
slander that Don John had made^ away went Claudio 
enraged} swore he would meet her as he was ap- 
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there^ be- 
fore the whole congregation, shanae her with what 
he saw over-night, and send her home again without 
a husband. 

1 Watch. We charge you in the prince's name, 
stand. 

. 2 Watch, Call up the right master constable : We 
have here recovered the most dangerous piece of 
lechery that ever was known in the conmionwealth. 

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one (^ them; I 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters. 

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed fortb> I 
warrant you. 

Co7i. Masters, — 

1 Watch. Never speak; we charge you, let ui 
obey you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of these men's bills. 

Con, A commodity in question, I warrant yoa. 
Come, we'll obey you. [ExeiaU» 
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SCENE IV. 
A Room in Leonato's House* 

Enter Hero, Margaret^ and Ursula* 

Hero, Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and 
desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady* 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well* * lExit Ursula. 

Marg, Troth, I think, your other rabato.* were 
better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it's not so good ; and I 
warrant, your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another | 
ril wear none but this* 

Marg* I like the new tire 9 within excellently, if 
the hair were a thought browner : and your gown's 
a most rare fashion, i'faith. I saw the duchess of 
Milan's gown, that they praise so. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth it's but a night-gown in re- 
fpect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced 
with silver 5 set with pearls, down sleeves, side- 
fleeves,' and skirts round, underborne with a blueish 
tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and excellent 
fashion, yours is worth ten on't. 

• A kind of rufT. 9 Head- dressw 

' Long-sleeves. 

N 2 
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Hero, God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 
is exceeding heavy ! 

Marg. 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero* Fye upon thee ! art not ashamed ? 

Marg, Of what, lady? of speaking honourably? 
Is not marriage honourable in a beggar ? Is not your 
lord honourable without marriage? I think, you 
would have me say, saving your reverence,— a hm* 
hand: an bad thinking do not wrest true speaking, 
I'll offend nobody : Is there any harm in — tJie heavier 
for a hmband? None, I think, an it be the right 
husband, and the right wife) otherwise 'tis light, and 
not heavy: Ask my lady Beatrice else^ here she 
comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero, Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hdro. Why, how now ! do you speak in the sick 
tune? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into — Light o* lave; that goes with- 
out burden 5 do you sing it, and 1*11 dance it. 

Beat. Yea, light 0' lore, with your heels ! — ^then 
if yovir husband have stables dhough, you'll s(ee he 
ishall lack no bams. 

Marg. O illegitimate constrtiction ! I scorn that 
with my heels. 

Beat. 'Tis almpst five o'clock, cousin: 'tis time 
you were ready. By my troth I am exceeding ill : 
— ^hey ho ! 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband? 
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Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.* 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there's 
DO more sailing by the star. 

Beat, What means the fool, trow ? 

Marg. Nothing 1 5 but God send every one their 
heart's desire ! 

Hero, These gloves the count sent me, they are 
an excellent perfume. 

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell. 

Marg. A maid, and stuffed ! there's goodly catch- 
ii^ of cold. 

Beat. O, God help me ! God help me ! how long 
have you profess'd apprehension ? 

Marg. Ever since you left it : doth not my wit 
become me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it in 
your cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart; it is the only 
thing for a qualm. * 

Hero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle. 

Beat, Benedictus ! why Benedictus ? you have 
some moral ^ in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral 
meaning; I meant, plain holy- thistle. You may 
think, perchance, that I think you are in love : nay, 
by'r lady, I arh not such a fool to think what I list; 
nor I list not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I 
cannot think, if I would think my heart out of 
thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in 
love^ or that you can be in love: yet Benedick 

^ A e, for an acJbe or pain. 3 Hidden meaning. 
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was such another, and now is he become a mant he 
3wore he would never marry 5 and yet now, in 
despite of his heart, he eats his meat without grudg-^ 
ing : gnd how you may be converted, I know not j 
but methinks, you look with your eyes as other wo» 
men do. 

Beat, What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ? 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. » 

Urs, Madam, withdraw; tlie prince, the count, 
signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of 
the town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero, Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. [Exeimif 

SCENE V. 
Amther Room in Leonato's House, 

Enter Leonato, mth Dogberry and Verges, 

l^eon. What would you with me, honest neigh-^ 
hour? 

Dogb, Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon, Brief, I pray you 3 for you see> 'tis a busy 
time with me. 

Dogb, Marry, this it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon, What is it, my good friends ? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off tha 
)7iatter ; an pld man, sir, and his wits are not so 
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blunt^ as, God help, I would desire they were^ but, 
in faith, honest, as the skin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
than I. 

Dogh. Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leoii. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but we are 
die poor duke's officers; but, truly, for mine own 
part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in 
my heart to bestow it all of your worship. 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me I ha ! 

Dogb, Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more 
than *tis : for I hear as good exclamation on your 
worship, as of any man in the city 5 and though I be 
but a poor man, X am glad to hear it. 

Verg, And so am I. 

Leon, I would fain know what you have to say. < 

Verg, Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as 
arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb, A good old man, sir; he will be talking; as 
they say. When the age is in, the wit is out; God 
help us! it is a world to see!** — ^Well said, iTaith, 
neighboiu: Verges : — ^well, God's a good man; an 
two men ride of a horse, one must ride behind : — ^An 
•honest soul, i'faith, sir ; by my troth he is, as ever 
broke bread : but, God is to be worshipped : All men 
are not alike; alas good neighbour! 

4 It is worth seeing* 
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Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of 
you. 

Dogb, Gifts, that (rod gives. 

Leon. 1 must leave you. 

Dogb, One word, sir: our watch, sir, have, indeed, 
comprehended two aspicious persons, and we would 
have tliem this morning exJunined before your wor-. 
ship. 

Leon, Take their examination yourself, and bring 
it.mej I am now in great haste^ as it may appear 
unto you. 

Dogb, It shall be suffigance. 

Leon, Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon, I will wait upon them 5 I am ready, 

[Exeunt Leon a to and Messenger. 

Dogb, Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhom to the 
gaol 5 we are now to examination these men. 
• Verg, And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb, We will spare for no wit, I warrant you; 
here's that [Touching his forehead,'] shall drive some 
of them to a non com: onl^pget the learned writer to 
set down our excommunication, and meet me at the. 
gaol. {Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. The Inside of a Church. 

Enter Dm Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, 
Claudio, Benbdicf, Hero, and Beatrice, 

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief 5 only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry this 
lady? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be married to her, friary you come to 
many her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to this 
count ? 

Hero. I do. 

Fnar. If either of you know any inward impedi- 
ment why you should not be conjoined, I chaige 
you, on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any. Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar, Know you any. count? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O, what men dare do ! what men may do ! 
what men daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Why, then some 
be of laughing^ as, ha ! ha ! he ? 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar :— Father, by your 
leave! 
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Will you with free and unconstrained soul 

Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

- Leoji, As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud, And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 
]Vfay counterpoise this rich and precious gift. 

D. Pedro, Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud, Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank* 
fulness. — 
There, Leonato, take her back again; 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend; 
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour :— 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here : 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modest evidence. 
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear. 
All you that see her, that she were a maid. 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious^ bed ; 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon, What do you mean, my lord? 

Claud, Not to be married. 

Not "knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon, Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof 
Have vanquished the resistance of her youth. 
And made defeat of her virginity, ■ .■ ' 

Claud, I know what you would sayj If I have 
known her, 
You*ll say, she did embrace me as a husband. 
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin : 

5 Lascivious. 



Scene h ABOUT NOTHINa VIS 

No, Leonato, 

J never tempted her with word too larger* 
But, as a brother to his sister, show*d 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you ? 

Claud, Out oi> thy seeming! I will write against it ; 
You seem to me as Djan in her orb| 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 
But you are more intemperate in your bloo4 
Than Venus, or those pampered animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ?' 

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 

JD. Pednr. What should I speak T 

I stand dishonoured, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale, 

Leon, Are these things spoken? or do I but dream? 

D, John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

Bene, This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True, O God t 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 
Is this the prince ? Is this the prince's brother ? 
Is this face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All this is so 5 But what of this, my lord? 

Claud. Let me but move one question to your, 
daughter 5 
And, ,by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leoti. I charge th^ do so, as thou art my child* 

' Licentious. 7 Remote from the business ia haix}. 
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Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero j 

Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk*d with no man at that hour, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. — Leonato> 
I am soiTy you must hear ; Upon mine honour. 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved coimt. 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night. 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber- window j 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal* villain. 
Confessed the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

D. John. ¥ye, fye 1 they are 

Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be spoke of 3 
There is not chastity enough in language. 
Without offence, to utter thern : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgovemment. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been. 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart ! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell. 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 
For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love, 

s Too free of tongue. 
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And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang» 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm^ 
And never shall it more be gracious .9 
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me? ^ 

[Hero swoons. 
Beat. Why, hoW now, cousin ? wherefore sink you 

down? 
D.John, Come, let us go: these things, come 
thus to light. 
Smother her spirits up. 

\Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and 
Claudio. 
Bene, How doth the lady ? 

Beat. Dead, I think; — ^help, uncle j-^ 

Hero! why. Hero! — ^Uncle! — Signior Benedick!— 
friar! 
Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame, 
Tha^ may be wished for. 
Beat. How now, cousin Hero? 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. 
Leon, Dost thou look up? 

Friar. Yea: Wherefore should she not? 
Leon, Wherefore? Why, doth not every earthly ' 
thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ?— ^ 
Do not live. Hero 5 do not ope thine eyes: 
For did I think thou would' st not quickly die. 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shamei, 
Myselif would, on the rearward of reproaches^ 

9 Attractive. 



A 
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Strike at tty life. Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at fragal nature*s frame?" 
O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I not, with charitable hand. 
Took up a beggar*8 issue at my gsftes; 
Who smirched* thus, and mired with infamy> 
I might have said. No p^rt of it is none, \' 
This shame derives itself from unknown loins f 
But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais*d/ 
And mine that I was proud onj mine so much^ 
That I -myself was to myself not mine, , 
Valuing of her 5 why, she— ^, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again j 
And salt too little, which may season give 
To her foul tainted flesh ! 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient i 

For my part, I am' so attir'd in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 

Beat, O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene, Lady, were you her bedfellow last night? 

Beat, No, truly, not; although, until last nighty 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. . 

Leon, Confirmed, confirm'd! O, that is strongef 
made. 
Which was before barr*d up with ribs of iron ! 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ? 
Who lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness^ 
Wash*d it with tears ? Hence from her 5 let her diff 

Friar* Hear, me a little ^ 

■ Disposition of things* * SulUecL 
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For I have only been silent so long. 
And given way unto this course of fortune^ 
By noting of the lady : I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face 3 a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes; 
And in her eye there hath appeared a fire. 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth : — Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations. 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book; trust not my age. 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity. 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left. 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury; she not denies it: 
Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus*d of? 
Hero. They know, that do accuse me 5 1 know none: 
If I know more of any man alive. 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
liCt all my sins lack mercy ! — O my father. 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintained the change of words wit^ any creature^ 
Kefuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 
Friar » There is some strange xmsprision^ in the 
princes. 

3 Misconception. 
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Bejie. Two of them have the very bent of honour j 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard. 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies. 

Leon. I know not^ tfthey speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 
Nor age so eat up my invention. 
Nor fortune made such havock of my means, , 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 
But they shall find, awak*d in such a kind. 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends. 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Friar. Pause a while. 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead 3 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in. 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation : 
And on your family's old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. What shall become of this ? What will this do? 

Trior, Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behdf 
Change slander to remorse; that is some good : 
But not for that, dream I on this strange course, * 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 
She dying, as it must be so maintain*d. 
Upon the instant that she was accused. 
Shall be lamented, pitied and excused. 
Of every hearer : For it so fall& out. 
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That what we have we prize not to the worth. 
Whiles ^ we enjoy it 5 but being lack*d and lost> 
Why, then we rack 5 the valuer then we £nd 
The virtue, th^t possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours :— -So will it fare with Claudio : 
When he shall hear she died upon ^. his words. 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparell*d in more precious habit. 
More moving-delicate, and full of life. 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul. 
Than when she liv'd indeed : — then shall he jnoum^ 
(If ever love had interest, in his liver,) 
And wish he had not ^o accused her; 
No, though he thought his accusation true. 
Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if all aim but this be levelled false, 
The supposition of tlie lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As best. befits her wounded reputation,) 
In some reclusive and religious life, 
. Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
. Bene. Signior Lepnato, let the friar advise you : 
And though, you know,, my inwardness "^ and love 
Is very much unto tlie prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 

♦ While. 5 Over-rate. * By. 7 Intimacy. 
VOL. II. O 
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As secretly^ and justly^ as your soal 
Should with your body. 

Leon, Being that I flow in grief^ 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Ffiar. Tis well consented; presently away; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain th0 
cure.— 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day. 

Perhaps, is but prolonged 3 have pat^enoe^ and 
endure. 
' [Exeumt Friar, Hero, and Lkonato. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while! 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

BtM. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair consia 11 
wrong'd. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of^ 
me, that would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship! 

Beat, A very even way, but no such frieixJU 

Bene, May st man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bejie. I do love nothing in the world so well as 
you; Is not that strange? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not: R 
were as possible for me to say, I loved nothii^ so 
well as you : but believe me not; and yet I lie not) I 
confess nothing, nor I deny nothing:— *I- am sony 
for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me* 

Beat. Do not swear by it^ and eat it. 
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Bene. I wilFswear by it, that 70U love mej and I 
will make him eat it, that says, I bve not you, . 

Beat, Will you not eat your word ? 

Bfne, With no sauce that can be devised to it : I 
protest, I love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me ! ^ 

Bene, What oifenoe, »weet Beatrioe ? 

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hours I wai 
about to protest, I loved you. 

Bene. And do it vrith all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my hearl;, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bene. C(xne, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beai. Kill CUudio. 

Bene, Ha ! not for the wide woild. 

Beat^ You kill me to deny it: Farewell. 

Bene, Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat, I am gone, though I am here;— There is no 
love in you :— Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Bei^rice,--- 

Beat, In faith, I will go. 

Bene, We'll be friwids first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me^ than 
igbt wiith mine enemy. 

Befie, Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

B£ai, Is ha not approved in the height a villain^ 
Ihit hath skndered, scorned, dishonoured my kins« 
iromaD?-^-0, that I were a man!— What! bear her 
io hand' until th^ come to take hands $ and then 
inik pi:d[>Uck accusation, uncovered slander, unnx^ti^ 

' Peluds her with hopes. 
^ o 2 



184 MUCH ADO Jet IF. 

gated rancour, — O God, that I were a man! I would 
eat bis heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice j— 

Beat, Talk with a man out at a window?— -a pro** 
per saying ! 

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice;— 

Beat. Sweet Hero ! — ^she is wronged^ she is slander- 
<3d, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat, Princes, and counties !9 Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-confectj' a sweet gallant, ^ 
surely! O that I were a man for his sake! or that I 
had any friend would be a man for my sake* But 
manhood is melted into courtesies,* valour into com- 
pliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
trim ones too: he is now as valiant as Hercules, 
that only tells a lie, and swears it : — I cannot be a 
man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with 
grieving. 

Baie. Tarry, good Beatrice: By this hand^ I love 
thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. 

Bene, Think you in your soul the count ClaucRo 
hath wronged Hero ? 
Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul. 
Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him 'y I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : By 
this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account: 
As you hear of me, so thinks of me. Go, comfort 

9 Noblemen. ' A nobleman made out of sugar. 

^ Ceremony. 
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your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so^ fare- 
well. lExemtt. 

SCENE II. 

A Pnson, 

JSw^er Dogberry, Verges, and %Qxion, in gowns; 
and ^Ae Watch, with Conrade and Borachio. 

Dogb, Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg, Nay, that's certain 3 we have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined ? let them come before master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come befoi^ me.— 
What is your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dogb, Pray write down — Borachio. Yours, 

sirrah? < 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Con- 
rade. 

Dogb. Write down — master gentleman Conrade.— 
Masters, do you serve God ? 

Con. Bora. Yea, sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write down — ^that they hope they serve 
(jod : — and write Grod first ; for God defend but God 
should go before such villains ! — Masters, it is proved 
already that you are little better than false knaves ; 
' and it will go near to be thought so shortly. How 
answer you for yourselves ? 
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Con. Marry^ sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb, A marvellous witty fellow, I assure yottf 
but I will go about with him. — Ck)me you hither, 
sirrah ; a word in your ear> sir 5 I say to you, it is 
thought you are false knaves. 

Bora, Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb, Well, stand aside. — Tore God, they artf 
both in a tale : Have you writ down— that they are 
none ? 

Sexton, Master constable, you go not the way to 
examine ; you must call forth the watch that are 
their accusers. 

Dogb, Yea, marry, thafs the eftest way :— Let the 
watch come forth :— Masters, I charge you, in the 
princess name, accuse these men, 

1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the 
prince's brother, was a villain. 

Dogb, Write down — ^prince John a villain :— Why 
this is flat peijury, to call a prince's brother*— villain. 

Bora, Master constable,— 

Dogb, Pray thee, fellow, peace 5 I do not like thy 
look, I promise thee. 

Sexton, What heard you him say else ? 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a thousand 
ducats of Don John, for accusing the lady Hero 
wrongfully, 

Dogb, Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Sexton, What else, fellow ? 

1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, upoa 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly# 
and not marry her. 
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Dogb. O villiain! thou wilt be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this. 

Sexton. What else ? 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton, And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this very 
manner refused, and upon the grief of this, suddenly 
died. — Master constable, let these men be bound, and 
brought to Leonato's i I will go before, and show 
him their examination. [Exit. 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg^ Let them be in band.^ 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! ^ 

Dogb. God's my life! where*s the sexton ? let him 
write down-rthe prince's officer, coxcomb.— Ck>me^ 
bind them : ■ T hou naughty varlet ! 

Con. Aw2iy ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? I>ost thou 
^ot suspect my years ? — O that he were here to write 
me down — an ass! — but, masters, remember, that I 
am an ass 5 though it be not written down, yet forget 
not that I am an ass : — ^No, thou villain, thou art full 
of piety, as shall be proved upon thee by good wit- 
ness. I am a wise fellow; and, which is more, an 
officer *y and, which is more, a housholder : and, 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any is 
in Messina; and one that knows the law, go to; and 
a rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that hath 
had losses; and one that hath two gowns, and every 

3 Bond. 
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tiling handsome about him : — ^Bring him away. O, 
that i had been writ down— ^an ass. [Exeunti 



. ACT V. 
SCENE I. Before Leonato's House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Jnt. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself} 
And His not wisdom^ thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon, I pray thee, cease thy counsel. 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless . , 

As water in a sieve : give not me coimsel ) 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so lov'd his child, 
, Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine. 
And bid him speak of patience 5 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine. 
And let it answer every strain for strain $ 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such. 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard j 
Cry — sorrow^ wag! and hem, when he should groanj 
Patch grief with proverbs -, make misfortune drunk 
With candle- wasters 5 bring him yet to me. 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no such man : For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and sp^ak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel 5 but, tastuig it^ 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 



Scene I. ABOUT NOTHING. I89 

Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread. 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words : 
No, no } *tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow , 
But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency. 
To be so morgl, when he shall endure 
The like himself : therefore give me no coimsel : 
My griefs cry louder than advertisement. ^ 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ, 

Leon. I pray thee, peace : I will be flesh and bloody 
For there was never yet philosopher. 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently j 
However they have writ the style of gods. 
And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant, Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself j 
Make those, that do offend you, suffer too. 

Leon. There thou speak' st reason : nay, I will do sor 
My soul doth tell me. Hero is belied $ 
And that shall Claudio know, so shall th^ prince> 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

' Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Afit. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily, 
D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 
Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 
D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon, Some haste, my lord! — well, fare you well> 
my lord : — 
. Are you so hasty now ? — ^well, all is one. 

♦ Admonition. 
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D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 
man. 

Ant. If he could right himself with quarreling^ 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud, Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry, 

Thou, thou dost wrong me j thou dissembler, thou :— ^ 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand. 

If it should give your age such cause of fear : 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me: 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do. 
Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head. 
Thou hast so wrong*d mine innocent child and me. 
That I am forc*d to lay my reverence by j 
And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days. 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 
I say, thou hast beljied mine innocent child ; 
Thy slander hath gone through and through her 

heart. 
And she lyes buried with her ancestors : 
O ! in a tomb where never scandal slept. 
Save this of her's fram'd by thy villai^>. 

Claud. My villainy! 
' Leon. Thine, Claudio | thine I say. 

J). Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

m prove it on his body, if he dare ? 
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Despite his nice fence^ and his active practice^^ 
His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 

Claud, Away, I will not have to do with you* 

Leon, Canst thou so daff me? Thou hast killed my 
child; 
If thou kill*Bt me, boy, thou shalt kill a man, 

Jnt, He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that's no matter ; let him kill one first j—- 
Win me and wear me,— -let him answer me,— 
Come,- follow me, boy 3 come, boy, follow me : 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining* fence j 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will, 

Leon, Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself: God knows, I. lov*d my 
niece J 
And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains ; 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed. 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 
Boys, apes, braggarts. Jacks, milksops!— 

Leon. Brother Antony,— 

Ant, Hold you content; What, man! I know 
them, yea. 
And vrhai they weigh, even to the utmost scruple ; 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong'ring boys. 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slander. 
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness. 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous wo/ds. 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst. 
And this is all. 

Leon^ But, brother Antony,— 

* Skill in fencing. < Thrusting. 
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Ant, Come, 'tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

D. Pedro, Grentlemen both, we will not wake your 
patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death j 
But, on my honour, she was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon, My lord, my lord, — 

D. Ftdro, I will not hear you. 

Leon, No? 

Brother, away : — ^I will be heard} — 

Ant, And shall. 

Or some of us will smart for it. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Antonio. 

Enf^r Benedick. ' 

D, Pedro, See, see 3 here comes the man we went 
to seek. 

Claud, Now, signior ! what news ! ' 

Bene, Good day, my lord. 

X>. Pedro, Welcome, signior : You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud, We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 

D. Pedro, Leonato and his brother : What think'st 
thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should have been 
too young for them. 

. Bene, In a false quarrel there is no true valour. I 
came to seek you both. 

Claud, We have been up and down to seek theej 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain 
have, it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 



Scene I. ABOUT NOTHING. m 

V 

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; Shall I draw it ? 

D, Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Ckmd. Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit. — ^I will bid thee draw, as we 
do the minstrels 5 draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale : 
'—Art thou sick, or angry ? \ 

Claud. What! courage, man! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill 
care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an 
you charge it against me : — ^I pray you, choose, 
another subject. 

CUmd. Nay, then give him another staff 5 this last 
was broke cross. 

D. Pedro, By this light, he changes more and 
more ^ I think, he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows Sow to turn his girdle.' 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. God bless me from a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain 3 — I jest not : — ^I will make 
it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when 
pu dare: — ^Do me right, or I will protest your 
cowardice. You have killed a sweet lady, and her 
death shall fall heavy on you: Let me hear from you. 
- CUmd. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 

I D. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 
: Claud, rfaith, I thank him 5 he hath bid* me to 
a calTs-head and a capon 5 the which if I do not 

^ TP give a challenge. • Invited* 



/ 



/ 
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earve most canoiiriy> say, my knife's nutifrhf ( « ' flhnll 
J not £nd a woodcock too ? ' 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes easily* 

D. Pedro. 1*11 tell thee bow Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day: I said, thou hadst a fine wit| 
True, says she, a jine Utile one: Noy said 1, a great 
wit ; Bight, says she, a great gross one: Nm^^ said I, 
a good loit; Just, said she, it hurts nobody: Nay, said 
I, the gentleman is wise; Certain, said she, a raise gen* 
tleman: Nay^ said I, he hath the tongues; That IbeUevef 
floid she^ for he swore a thing to me on Monday nighty 
which heforesnioore on Tuesday morning; therms a doMs 
tongue ; there's two tongues. Thus did she, an hour 
together, transshape thy particular virtues 5 yet, « at 
last, she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the pro<* 
peiest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and iaid» 
she cared not« 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly, she would lore him 
dearly : the old man's daughter told us all* 

Claud. All» all ; and moreover, God saw him when 
he was hid in the garden. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bidl'i 
horns on the sensible Benedick's head? 

Claud. Yea, and tfsxt underneath. Here dwells Bete* 
dick the married man? 

Bene. Fare you well> boy; you know my miikl; 
I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour: 
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which, 
Grod be thanked, hurt not.—- My lord, for your many 
courtesies I thank you: I must discontinue your 
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company: your brother, the bastard is fled from 
Messina : you have, amOng you^ killed a sweet and 
innocent lady: For my lord Lack-beard> there^ he 
and I ah^ meet 3 and till then^ peace be with him. 

lExit Benedick. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

daud. In most profound earnest; and> I'll warraot 
you, lor the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee ? 

Citmd, Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when ha^ 
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit ! 

Enter Dogberrt, Verges, and the Watch, xdth 
CoKRADE and Borachio. 

CUxud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then it 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 

2>. Pedro. But, soft you, let be 5 pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad!^ Did he not say, my brother was 
fled? 

Degb. Come, you, sir -, if justice cannot tame you^ 
die shall ne*er weigh more reasons in her balance: 
nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must be 
kofced to. 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men 
bound j Barachu), one! 

CimuL Hearken afto their offence, my lord ! 

i>« Pedro. Officers, what QfiSence have these men 
dooe? 

Dqgb. Many, sir, they have committed false re* 
porti moreover, they baxe spoken untruths; fle« 

Sexious. 
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eondarily, they are slanders 5 sixth and lastly^ they 
have belied a lady 5 thirdly, they have verified unjust 
things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

JD. Pedro. Fhrst, I ask thee what they have done> 
Airdly, I ask thee what's their offence 5 sixth and 
lastly, why they are committed j and, to coticlude, 
what you lay to their charge. 

Claud, Rightly reasoned, and in his own division) 
and, by my troth, there's one meaning well suited. 

D, Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, 
tiiat you are thus bound to your answer ? this learned 
constable is too cunning to be understood : What's 
your offence? 

Bora, ' Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
answer 5 do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your wis- 
doms could not discover, these shallow fools haice 
brought to light ; who, in the night, over-heard me 
confessing to this man, how Don John your brother 
incensed' me to slander the lady Hero: how you 
were brought into the orchard, and saw me court 
Margaret in Hero*s garment 5 .how you disgraced 
her, when you should marry her : my villainy they 
have upon record j which I had rather seal with my 
death, than repeat over to my shame : the lady is dead 
upon mine and my master's false accusation j and, . 
briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of a villain, 
r D, Pedro, Runs not this speech like iron throixgh 

your blood ? 
- Claud. I have drunk poison, whiles he utter'd it. 
-. jDr Pedro. But did my brother set thee^on to thi»? 

}. Incited. 
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Bora, Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of 

it. 
jD. Pedro, He is compos'd and fram*d of trea-^ 

chery : — 

And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dogb* Come, bring away the plaintiffs 3 by this 
time GUI' Sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of 
the matter : And masters, do not forget to specify, 
when tinae and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Ferg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, 
and the Sexton too. 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, xviih the Sexton. 

Leon, Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes; 
That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger look on me. 

Leon, Art thou the slave, that with thy breath 
hast kiU'd 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bora* Yea, even I alone. 

Leon, No, not so, villainy thou bely'st thyself j 
Here stand a pair of honoui'able men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it :— 
I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds j 
Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud, I know not how to pray your patience. 
Yet I must speak : Choose your revenge yourself i 

VOL. II. P 
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Impose * me to what penance your inrention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sian*d I not. 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro, By my soul, nor I; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
Tliat he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon, I cannot bid you bid my daughter lire. 
That were impossible 5 but, I pray you both. 
Possess ' the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died : and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention. 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb. 
And sing it to her bones j sing it to night :— 
To-morrow morning come you to my house; 
And since you could not be my son-in-law. 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead. 
And she alone is heir to both of us 5 
Give her the right you should have given her coosin. 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, noble sir. 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your offer 5 and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon, To-morrow then I will expect your coming; 
To-night I take my leave. — ^This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe. Was pack'd^ in all this wrong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. 
Bora. No, by my soul,. she was not; 



* Command. 3 Acquaint, ♦ Combined. 
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Kor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me ^ 
But always hath been just and virtuous. 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb, Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under 
white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offender, 
did call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered 
in his punishment : And also, the watch heard them 
talk of one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in 
his ear, and a lock hanging by it 5 and borrows money 
in God*s name ; the which he hath used so long, and 
never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and 
will lend nothing for God's sake : Pray you, examine 
him upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth 5 and I praise God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. 

Dogb. God save the foimdation ! 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I 
thank thee. 

Dogb. 1 leave an arrant knave with your worships 
which, I beseech your worship, to correct yourself, 
for the example of otliers. God keep your worships 
I wish your worship well 3 God restore you to health : 
I humbly give you leave to depart 5 and if a merry 
meeting may be wished, God prohibit it. — Come, 
neighbour. 

lExeunt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 
. . Ant. Farewell, my lords 3 we look for you to- 
morrow. 

P 2 
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D. Pedro, We will not fail. 
Claud, To-night I'll mourn with Hero. 

\^Ex€Unt Dm Pedro and Claudio. 
Lean, Bring you these fellows on 3 we'll talk with 
Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd ^ fellow, 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Leonato*s Garden, 
Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting* 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, deserve 
well at my hands, by helping me to the speech of 
Beatrice. 

Marg, Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty ? 

Bene, In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it 5 for, in most comely truth, 
thou deservest it. 

Marg, To have no man come over me ? why, shall 
I always keep below stairs ? » 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's 
mouth, it catches. 

Marg. And your*s as blunt as the fencer's foils, 
which hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will net 
hurt a woman 3 and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice: I 
give thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of 
our own. 

5 Ignorant. 
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Bene, If you use them, Margaret, you must put in 
the pikes with a vice 3 and they are daugarous wea- 
pons for maids. 

Marg, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I 
think, hath legs. [£a;i^ Margaret. 

Betie, And therefore will come. 

The god of love. [Singing.] 

That sits above. 
And knotcs me, and knows me. 
How pitiful I deserve^-r^ 

I mean, in singings but in loving, — Leander the good 
swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pandars, and 
a whole book full of these quondam carpet-mongers, 
whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of a 
blank verse, why, they were never so truly turned 
over and over as my poor self, in love : Marry, I can- 
not show it in rhyme 5 I have tried 3 I can find out no 
ihjrme to lady but baby, an innocent rhyme; for scorn, 
horn, 2l hard rhyme 5 for school, fool, a babbling rhyme 5 
very ominous endings : No, I was not born under 
a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in festival 
terms. '^— 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, would' st thou come when I called 
thee? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O, stay but till then ! 

Beat. Then, vi spoken; fare you well now: — and 
yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which 

^ Holiday phrases. 
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18, with knowing what hath passed between you and 
Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kisg 
thee. 

Beat, Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind 
is but foul breath, .and foul breath is noisome ; there* 
fore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene, Thou hast frighted the word out of his right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit* But, I must tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes ? my challenge^ and either 
I must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe him 
a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love 
with me ? 

Beat, For tliem all together 3 which maintained so 
politick a state of evil, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them. But for which 
of my good parts did you first suffer love for me ? 

Bene. Suffer love; a good epithet ! I do suffer love^ 
indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat, In spite of your heart, I think 5 alas ! poor 
heart! If you spite it for my sake, I wiU spite it for 
yours 5 for I will never love that which my friend 
hates. 

Bene, Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears' not in this confession : tliere*s 
not one wise man among twenty that will praisa 
himself. 

Bene, An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived 
in the time of good neighbours : if a man do not erect 
in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no 

^ 7 Js subject to. 
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longer in monument, than the bell rings, and the 
widow weeps. 

Beat, And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene, Question ? — Why, an hour in clamour, and 
a quarter in rheum : Therefore it is most expedient 
for the wise, (if Don Worm his conscience, find no 
impedinient to the contrary,) to *be the trumpet of 
of his own virtues, as I am to myself: So much for 
praising myself, (who, I myself will bear witness, 
is praise-worthy,) and now tell me. How doth your 
cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene, And how do you. 

Beat, Very ill too. 

Bene, Serve God, love me, and mend : there will 
I leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ursula. > 

Urs, Madam, you must come to your uncle 3 
yonder' s old coil* at home: it is proved, my lady 
Hero hath been falsely accused, •'the Prince and 
Claudio mightily abused 3 and Don John is the author 
of all, who is fled and gone : will you come presently ? 

Beat, Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene, I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and 
be buried in thy eyes j and, moreover, I will go with 
thee to thy uncle's. [Exeunt^ 



• Stir. 
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SCENE III. 
The Inside of a Church, 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and attendants^ with 

miisick and tapers, 

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Atten. It is, my lord. 
Claud. [Reads from a scroll*'] 

Done to death by slanderovs tongues 

Was the Hero that here lies ; 
Death J in guerdon'^ of' her wrongs 

Gives her fame which never dies : 
So the life, that died with shame. 
Lives in. death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [affixing it. 
Praising her when I am dumb, — 

Now, musick, sound, and sing your solemn hymn, 

SONG. 

Fardon, Goddess of the night, 
Those that slew thy virgin knight; 
For the which, with songs of woe, 
Found about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan ; 

Help us to sigh and groan. 
Heavily, heavily: 

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead^ 

Till death be uttered; 
Heavily, heavily. 

s Reward* 
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C/flW(/. Now, unto thy bones good night! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 
D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters 3 put your 
.torches out : 
The wolves have prey'd 5 and look, the gentle day. 
Before the wheels of Phoebus^ round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gi'ay : 
Thanks to you all, and leave us 3 fare you well. 
Claud, Good morrow, masters ; each his several way. 
D. Pedro, Come, let us hence, and put on other 
weeds 5 
And then to Leonato's we will go. 

Claud, And, Hymen, now with luckier issue speed's. 
Than this, for whom we rendered up this woe ! 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
A Room in Leonato's House, 

JEwferLEONATO, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, 
Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar, Did I not tell you she was innocent? 

Ijeon, So are the prince and Claudio, who accus'd 
her, 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some fault for this; 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the xjuestion. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

Bate. And so am I, being else by faith enforced 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
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Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves 5 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd : 
The prince and Claudio promised by this hour 
To visit me : — ^You know your office, brother ^ 
You must be father to your brother's daughter. 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeujit Ladies, 

Ant. Which I will do with confirmed countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, signior ? 

Bene, To bind me, or undo me, one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon, That eye my daughter lent her 5 'Tis most 
true. 

Bene, And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Lem. The sight whereof, I think, you had from me. 
From Claudio, and the prince 5 But what's your will? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my wiU, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
In the estate of honourable marriage 5 — 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon, My heart is with your liking. 

Friar, And my help. 

Here comes the prince^ and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio^ xdth Attendants. 

D, Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good morrow, prince 5 good morrow, Claudio ; 
We here attend you 3 are you yet determin'd 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ? 
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Claud. 1*11 hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother, here*8 the friar ready. 

[Exit Antonio, 

D. Pedro, Good morrow. Benedick : Why, what*s 
the matter. 
That you have such a February face. 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 
' Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull :— ' 
Tush, fear not, man, we*ll tip thy hori/s with gold. 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee ; 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low -, 
And some such strange bull leap'd your father's cow. 
And got a calf in that same noble feat. 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Rt-enter Antonio, uith the Ladies masked, 

Claud. For this I owe you : here comes other 
reckonings. 
Which is tlie lady I must seize upon ? 
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud, Why, then she's mine : Sweet, let me sec 

your face. 
Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her, 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar j 
I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I lived, 1 was your otlier wife; 

[Unmasking . 
And when you loved, you were my other husband, 
Claud. Another Hero ? 



208 MUCH ADO Act V. 

Hero, Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defil*d j but I do live. 
And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 
Leon, She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 

lived. 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, afteir that the holy rites are ended, 
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death : 
Mean time, let wonder seem familiar. 
And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — ^Which is Beatrice ? 
Beat. I answer to that name 5 [Unmasking. "] What 
is your will ? • • 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 
Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and 
Claudio, 
Have been deceived 5 for they swore you- did. 
Beat. Do you not love me ? 
Bene, No, no more than reason. 

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv'd j for they did sware you did. 
Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me. 
Beat, They swore that you were well-nigh dead 

for me. 
Bene. 'Tis no such matter: — ^Then, you do not 

love me ? 
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentle- 
man. 
Claud, And I'll be sworn upon't, that he loves herj 
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For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain. 
Fashioned to Beatrice. 

Hero, And here's another. 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pockety 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene, A miracle ! here's our own hands against our 
hearts ! — Come, I will have thee 3 but, by this light, I 
take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you 5 but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasion 5 and, partly, to 
save your life, for I was told you were in a con- 
sumption. 
• Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. — 

[^Kissing her, 

D, Pedro, How dost thou. Benedick the married 
man? 

Bene, I'll tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Dost 
thou think, I care for a satire, or an epigram ? No : if 
a man will be beaten with brains, he shall wear no- 
thing handsome about him : In brief, since I do pro- 
pose to marry, I will think nothing to any purpose 
that the world can say against it , and therefore never 
flout at me for what I have said against it j for man 
is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion. — For thy 
part, Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee ^ but 
in that ' thou art like to be my kinsman, live un- 
bruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud, I had well hoped, thou wouldst have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy 

* Because. 



tlO MUCH ADO Ad K 

single life^ to make thee a double dealer 5 which, out 
of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look 
exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bme, Come, come, we are friends : — ^let*s have a 
dance ere we are married, that we may lighten our 
own hearts, and our wives* heels. 

Leoti. We*ll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o* my word j therefore, play, musick.— 
Prince, thou art sad 3 get thee a wifs, get thee a wife : 
there is no staff more reverend than one tipped with 
horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight. 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene, Think not on him till to-morrow ^ TU devise 
thee brave punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers. 

[^Dance, 
[Exeunt, 

This play may be justly said to contain two of the most 
aprightly characters that Shakspeare ever drew. The wit, 
the humourist, the gentleman, and the soldier, are combined 
in Benedick. It is to be lamented, indeed, that the first and 
most splendid of these distinctions, is disgraced by unnecessary 
profaneness ; for the goodness of his heart is hardly suffici- 
ent to atone for the licence of his tongue. The too sarcastic 
levity, which flashes out in the conversation of Beatrice, 
may be excused on account of the steadiness and friendship 
so apparent in her behaviour, when she urges her lover to 
risque his life by a challenge to Ciaudio. In the conduct of 
the fable, however, there is an imperfection similar to that 
"which Dr. Johnson has pointed out in The Merry tVk/es of 
Windior .'^-the second contrivance is less ingenious than the 
first : — or, to speak more plainly, the same incident is be- 
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come stale by repetition. I wish some other method had 
been found to entrap Beatrice, then that very one which 
before had been successfully practised on Benedick* 

Much Ado about Ntthingy (as I understand from one of 
Mr. Vertue's MSS.) formerly passed under the title of 
Benedick and Beatrix. Heming ,the player received, on the 
20th of May, 1613, the sum of forty pounds, and twenty 
pounds more as his Majesty's gratuity, for exhibiting six 
plays at Hampton Court, among which was this comedy. 

Steevsns. 
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Theseus, Duke of Athens, 
Egeus, Father to Hermia. 

D^i^^lus I in Ityoe with Hermia. 

Philostrate, Master of the Revels to Theseus^ 
duince, the Carpenter, 
Snug, the Joiner. 
Bottom, the Weaver. 

Flute, the Bellows-mender^, ^ 

Snout, the Tinker. 
Starveling, the Tailor. ■' . 

Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons ^ betrothed to Theseus- 
Hermia, Daughter to'Egeus, in Im-e with Lpander. 
Helena, in love with D^etrius. 

Oberon, King qf the Fairies. 
Titania, Queen qf the Fairies.^ 
Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, a Fairy. 
Peas-blossom, "^ 
Cobweb, f j;>''^ 

Moth ( ^^*''"'- 

Mustard-seed, j 
Pyramus, "S 

W 11 * V Characters in the Interlude per* 

Jdo^hine, \ f"^^ '>y *^ ^'<^'»*' 
lAon, J 

Other Fairies attending their King and Qneen^ 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 

^CENEf At hens f and a Wood not far from it^ 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I, Athens, A Room in the Palace qf 

Theseus, 

Enter Thjlsjlus, Hippolyta, Piiilostrate, and 

Attendants, 

Theseus, 

Wow, fair Hippolyta, otir nuptidl hour 
Dftws on apace; four happy days bring in 
Another moon : but, oh, m^thinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires. 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 
Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themseh'es in 
nights 5 * 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent, in heaven, shall behold the night 
KDf our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merrimefitsj ' 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals, 
'The pale companion is not for our pomp.-* 

lExit Philostrate^ 
iflippolyta, i. woo'd thee with my sword, 

q2 ^ 



V 
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And won thy love> doing thee injuries } 

But I will wed thee in another key. 

With pomp, with triumph, ' ai)d with revelling. 

Enter Egeus,^ Hermia, Lysander, and 

Demetrius. 

Ege^ Hapj^ be Theseus, our renowned diike! 
The. Thanks, good £geus: What*s the news witH 

thee? 
Ege. Pull of vexation come I, with complaint 

• Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 
Stand forth, Demetrius j— My noble lord. 
This man hath my cqnsent to marry her : — 
Stand forth, Lysander j — and, my gracious duk6. 
This liath bewitch'd the bosom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes,. 
And interchanged loVe-tokens with my child : , 
Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung,. 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love 5 

And stol'n the impression of her fantasy 

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds,* conceits,. 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats; messenger^' 

Of strong prevailment in unharden*d youth : 

With cunning hast thou ^ch*d my daughter's hearty; 

• Turn*d her obedience, which is due to me. 

To stubborn harshness : — ^And, my gracious dok^ 
Be it so sl^e will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 
1 beg the ancient privilege of Athens; 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which shall be either to this gentleman^ 

'Shows. ^Baubles. 
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Or to her death} according to our iaw^ 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia? be advis*d, fair maid : 
To you your father should be as a god; 
One that compoi*d your beauties ; yea^ and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wa^. 
By him impirintedy and within his power 
To leave t^e figure^ or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy geotlemaiu 

Her. So isl/ysander. 

The. In himself he is.* 

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice. 
The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would, my father look*d but with my eyes. 

The. Rather your eyes must with his judgemeut 
look. 

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me, 
I know not by what power I am made boldj 
J^or how it may concern my modesty. 
In such a presence here^ to plead my thoughts ; 
But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befal me in this case^ 
if I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the deaths or to abjure 
For ever the socteity of men. 
Therefore, fiiir Hermia> question your desires. 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 
Whether, if you 3deld not to your father's choice. 
You can endure the liveiy of a nun ; 
For aye^ to be in shady cloister mew*d^ 
To live a barren sister all your life^ 

5 By«v 



248 MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S ActiK 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless mooii. 
Thrice blessed they, that master so their bloody.. 
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage r . 
But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd; 
Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn,. 
Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die> my lord,. 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke • 
My soul consents not to give sovereigptyv 

The. Take time to pause : and, by the next new 
moon, 
(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 
For everlasting bond of fellowship^ • 
Upon that day either prepare to die. 
For disobedience to your father's will ; 
Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : , 

Or on Diana*s altar to protest. 
For aye, austerity and single life. 

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia} — And, Ly«ander> 
yield 
Thy crazed' title to my certain right. 

Ia/s. You have her father's love, Demetrius;: 
Let me have Hermia's : do you marry hina. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander! true, he hatk my lore;: 
And what is mine my love shall render him; 
And ishe is mine; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. ' 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he. 
As well possessed; my love is niiore than his 5 
My fortimes every way as fairly rank'd. 
If not with vantage^ as Demetrius' j 
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And^ which is more than all these boiasts can be,. 

I am belov*d of beauteous Henhia : 

Why should not I then prosecute my right? 

Demetrius^ I'll avouch it to his head^ 

Made love to Nedar^s daughter, Heltoa, 

And won her soul; and she sweet lady, dotes> 

Devoutly dotes> dotes in idolatry. 

Upon this spotted 4 and inconstant man. 

Tie. I must confess> that I have h^rd so much. 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof s 
But, being over-full of self-afiairs. 
My mind did lose it. — ^But, Demetrius, eomef 
And come, Egeus y you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 

To fit your fancies to your father's will j 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up 

(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 

To death, or to a vow of single life. — 

Gome, my Hippolyta; What cheer, my love?— 

I)emetrius, and Egeus, go along:. 

I must employ you in some business 

Against our nuptial , and xronfer with you 

Of something nearly that concerns yourselves^. 

Ege. Wjth duty, and desire we follow you* 

lExettnt Thes. Hip. Ege. Dem. and train. 

Lys, How now, my love? Why is your cheek so 
pale?' 
Ho^ chance the roses there do fade so fast? 

Her, Belike, for want of rain 3 which I could weQ 
Beteem them.^ from the tempest of mine eyes.. 

. ^ Wicked. . „ 5 Civjs, boioir. 
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1^9, Ah xne! for aught dial ersr I oouli read^ 
Could ever hear by tale or hiitoiyv 
The courie of true love oeyer did run smooth : 
But^ either it was different in blood; 

Her, O cKoas! too high to be onthrall'd to low! 

Lys. Or else misgrafied, initspectof yearsf 

Her. O spite! toodd tobie QQgag'dtoyoong! 

Lys. Or elae it stood upon the dunce of j&ienda ) 

Her. O heUl to diooae love by aqother's eye! 

I^. Or, if there vrere a sympathy in du>ice^ 
War, death, or sickness did lay si^^e to it ^ 
• Making it momentany^ as a sound. 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 
Brief as the lightning in the coUied? night. 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and eaxA, 
And ere a man hath power to say,«-«^Behold! 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her. If then true lovers have been ever cross* Jj 
It stands as an edict in -destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience^ 
Because it is a customary cross; 
As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and si^i 
WislTes, and tears, poor fancy's^ followers. 

Lys, A good persuasion; therefore, hear me, 
Hermia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
of great revenue, and she hath no child : 
From Athens is her house remote seven le^ues; 
And she respects me as her only son. 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee; 

^ Jttencotary. ^ Black. ' LoTes« 
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And tp tibil; pUoe tbe idiarp Athenian tew 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov'st me then^ 
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night j 
And in the woQd> a league without the town> 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena^ 
lb do otoervanoB to a morn of May^ 
There will I stay for thee. 

Hfir. My good Lysanderl 

I swear to thee> by Cupid's strongest bow) 
By his best arrow with the golden head> 
By. the simplicity of Venus' doves; 
By that which kEutteth souls^ and prospers loves; 
And by that fire which bum'd the Carthage queen^ 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke^ 
In number more than ever women spoke ;-*- 
In that same place thou hast appointed me^ 
To-morrow truly will X meet with the^ 

Ljfs. Keep promise^ love : Lookj here comes Helena. "^ 

Enter Helena. 

Htr^ God speed fair Helena! Whither away? 

Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 
Your eyes are lo^b-stars ;9 and your tongue's sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear> 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching; 0> were favour' so! 
Your'a would L catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye. 
My tongue should catch your tongue^s sweet melody. 

9 Pok-sUrs. ' Countenanffc* 
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Were the world mihe^ D&metrhis being bated; 
The rest I'll give to be to you traaslated. ? 

O, teach me how you look} and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius* heart. 

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

HeL O, that, your frowns would teach my smiles^ 
such skill !. 

JFTer. T give him curses, yet he gives me love, 

Hel, O, that my prayers could suchafl^tion move! 

Her. The more I hat^ the more he follows- me.- 

Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel. None> but your beautyj: 'Would, that fault 
were mine ! ^ 

Her. Take comfort 3 he no more shall see my face>^ 
Lysander and myself will fly this place- 
Before the time I did Lysander see, 

w 

Seem*d Athens as a paradise to^me :*. 

O then, what graces in my love do dwells 

That he hath turn'd a heaven unto hell ! 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold.-: 
To-morrow-night when Phoebe doth behoKi ^ 
Her silver visage in the wat'ty glass. 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass> 
(A. time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens* gates have we devis'd to steal: ^ 

Her. And in the wood, where often you and t 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wfent to lie. 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet : 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 
And thence, from Athena, turn away our eyes>, . 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
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Farewell, sweet playfellow 5 pray thou for tub^. 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! ^ 
Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight' 
From lovers' food, till, morrow, deep midnight. 

lExit Herm.. 

Lys. I will^ my Hermia. — Helena, adieu : 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Ejit Lys., 

Hel, How happy some, o'er other some can be V. 
Through Athens 1 am thought as fair as she. 
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not soy 
He will not know what all but he do know^. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia^s eyesj* 
So I, admiring of his qualities. 
"Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 
Lover can transpose to form and dignity. 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind 5; 
And therefore is winged Gupid painted blind : 
Nor hath love's mind of any judgement taste;: 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste r. 
And therefore is love said to be a* child. 
Because in choice he is soofl beguil'd: 
As waggish boys in game^ themselves f<M^wear, 
So the boy love is perjur'd every where : 
For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,* 
He hail'd down oaths, that he was only mine; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt> 
So he dissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt. 
¥ will go tell him of fair Hermia's flights 
Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night> 
Pursue her;- and for this intelligence 
If I haye thanks, it is a dear expence : 

» Sport. 3 jEyeg. 
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But hemm mean I to enricfa my pein. 

To have his sight thither, and ^hack :agaaii, [EsU^ 

SCENE IL 
Tie iome. A Room in a Cottage^ 

Entcr^^MG, Bottom, Flute^.Snout, Quince* 

and Starveling. 

Qtan. Is all our company here ? 

Bot, You were best to call them generally, man by 
man, according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is the scroll of «very man*s name> 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in 
our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his 
.wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Gluinoe, say what the play 
treats oni then read the names of the actors; and st 
.grow to i, point. 

Qinn. Marry, our play ifr— ^The most lamentable 
Hcomedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby . 

Bot. A veiy good piece of work, I assure you> 
.and a merry .«-Now, good F^ter Quince, call forth 
jour actors by the scroll: Masters, spread yoor- 
-selves. 

Qtftii. Ahsixner, as I call you."— Nick Bottom, the 
^weaver. 

Bot. Ready : Name what part I am for, and pro- 
•ceed. 

Quin, You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Vf 
oiunus. 

B(ft. What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant'? 



Scene IL DREAIil. t25^ 

Qum« A loveo that lulls himself loostgiillantljr for 
love. ^ 

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true perform- 
kig of it : If I do it> let the audience look to their 
eyes 3 I will move- storms^ I will condole in some 
measure. To the rest :— Yet my chief humour is 
for a tyrant : I could play Ereles rarely^ or a part 
to tear a cat in^ to make all split.. 

*' The raging rocks, 

" With sdiivering shocks^. 

" Shall break the locks- 

** Of prison-gates : 
*' And Phibbus' car 
'^ Shall shme from far^ 
*' And make and mar 

" The foolish fates." 

.This was lofly !^ — ^Now name the rest of the players,-— 
This is Ereles* vein^ a tyrant's vein 5 a lover is more 
eondoling. 

Qum. Frauds Flute^ the bellows-mender* 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. ^ 

Qum, You ipaasi take Thisby on you. 
. . Flu, What is Thisby? a wandering knight i 

Qum^. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu, Nay^ faith^ let me not play a woman 3 I have 
a beard coming.. 

Qtttn. That's all one 3 you shall play it in a mask^ 
and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot, An I may hide my face, let me play Thisbj 
too: 1*11 speak in a monstrous little voice ^r—Ti^Mn^^ 
ThimefT^Ah, Fyramus^ my hfvcr dear; thy Thisby. 
dear! and lady dear / 



S36 l^UDSUMBfER-NIGHrS Act I. 

Qfwi. No> no; 70a must ^taj ^yraMBns, aad^ 
^ute, you Thisby. 

Bot, Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starvelings the tailor. 

JSUar. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin, Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby'* 
another.— -Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout, Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You, Pyramus's father; myself, Thisby's 
^father; — Snug, the joiner, you, the lion's .part : — 
and, I hope, here'isa play fitted. 

Snvg. Have: you the lion's part written? pray you, 
tif it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin. You may do. it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the lion too: I will roar, that 
I will do any man's heart good to hear me 5 I will 
roar, "that I will make the duke say. Let him roar 
'again, Let him roar again, 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and {he ladies, (bat they would 
shriek: and that were enough to hang us all. 

All, That would hang us every mother's son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
•the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 
discretion but to hang us : but I will aggravate my 
voice so, that I will roar you as gently as any sucking 
dove; I will roar you an* 'twere any nightingale. 

Quin, You can play no part but Pyramus: fir 
Pyramus is a sweet^faced man; a proper man, as 
one shall see in a summer's day; a most lovely, 

4. As if. 
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gentleman-like man} therefore you must needs play 
^Pyramus. 

Bot. WeU, 1 will undertake' it. What beard were 
-1 best toiplay it in ? 

Qmn. Why, what you will. 

Bof, I will discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard> your Ojfaiige-tawny beard, your pur* 
pie - in - grain - beard, or . your French - crown - colour 
beard, your perfect yellow. 

Qmn, Some of your French crowns have iy> hair 
at all, and then you will play bare-faced. — ^But, mas- 
ters, here are your pa;-ts : and I am to entreat you, 
request you, and dc|sire you, to con them by to-mor- 
row nighty and meet me in the palace wood, a ^mile 
without the town, by moourlighti there will we re- 
hearse : for if ive.meet in the city, we shall be dog*d 
^with company, and our devices Juown. In the mean 
time I will draw a bill «f properties,^ such as our 
iplay wants. I pr§y you, feil me not. 

Bot, We will meet 5 and there we may rehearse 
anore obscenely, and courageously. Take pains ^ be 
^rfect^ <adieu. v . 

^uin. . At the. duke*s oak we meet. 

Bot. Enoughj Hold, or cut bow-strings.^ 

lExeunL 

5 Articles required in performing a pl^y. 
^ At all events. 



• * 
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ACT n. 

SCENE I. A Wood near Atbent. 
Enter a Fairy at one door, and Puck at another. 

Puck. Hownow^ spirit! whither wander yon ^ 
Fai. Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, tiioroagh briar^ 
Over park, over pale. 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where. 
Swifter than the moones sphere 5 
And I serve the fairy queen. 
To dew her orbs' upon the green: 
The cowslips tall her pensioners bei 
In their gold coat3 spots you see; 
Tliose be rubies, faiiy favours. 
In those freckles live their savours : 
I must go seek some dewndiops here. 
And hang a peaii in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob^ of spirits, 1*11 be gone; 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Puck. Hie king doth keep his revels here to-mght j 
' Take heed, the queen come not within his sight. 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath. 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol'n from an Indian king ; 
She never had so sweet a changeling : 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 

7 Ckcles. * A term of coDtempt. 
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But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy, 
Orowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joj : 
And now they never meet in grove, or green. 
By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen,* 
But they do square >' that all their elves, foribar^ 
<Creep into'^EUx)m-cups, and hide them there. 

Fai, Either I mistake your shape and making quite, 
•Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
^Call'd Robin Good-follow : are you not he. 
That fright the maidens of the villagery } 
Skim milk 3 and sonaetiines labour in the quern)? 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn > 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm^^ 
Mislead night- wanderers, laughing at their harm? 
"Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
•Are not you he ? 

Puck, Thou speak*st aright j 

I am that meity wanderer of tlie night. 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neighing'in likeness of a filly foal : 
And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl. 
In vexy likeness of a roasted crab >^ 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob; 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

9 Shining. « Quarrel. 7 Mill. « Veast. 

3 Wild appte. 

VOL. II. R 
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And tailor cries^ and falls into a con^f 
And then the whole quire hold their hapf> and lofie; 
And waxen in their mirth> and neeze^ and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there.— 
Eut room, Faerjr, here comes Oberon. 
Fax, And here my mistress : —»*Wou]d that be 
were gone \ 

SCENE II. 

Enter Obkron, at one door, with his tram,, and' 
TiT^KiA> at another, with hers^ 

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Utania. 

7'ita, What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence; 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Obe. Tany, rash wanton j Am not I thy 4ord ? 

Tit a. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
When thou hast stoVn away from fairy land> 
And in the shape of Coriii sat aU day. 
Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love^ 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here>. 
Come from the farthest steep of India ? 
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin'd mistress, and your warrior love^ 
To Theseus must be wedded; and you comie 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania> 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 
Didst thou not lead him through the glinuneriDg night 
From Perigenia, whom he ravished > 
And make hun with fair JEgli break his £uth^ 
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With Ariadne^ and Antiopa? 

T%ta» Tliese are the fcwgeries of jealousy : 
And never^ since the middle summer's spring. 
Met vf^ on hiD, in dale, forest, or mead. 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brodk, 
Or on the beached margent of the sea. 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 
But with thy l^rawls thou hast disturb'd our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain. 
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs \ which falling in the land. 
Have every pelting* river made so proud. 
That they have overborne their continents r^ 
The ox hath therefore stretch*d his yoke in vain. 
The ploughman lost his sweat 3 and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attained a beard : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock 9 
The nine men's morris^ is fill'd up with mudj • 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green. 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishabje : 
The human mortals want their winter here | 
No oi^t is now with hymn or carol blest :-^- 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods. 
Pale in her anger, washes all the air. 
That rheumatick diseases do abound : 
And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fiiesh lap of the crimson rose 5 
And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 

. 4 Pettf . s Banks which contain tbem^ 

^ A game played by boys. 

» 2 
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An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : The spring, the summer^ 
The childing ? autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries : and the *mazed world. 
'By their increase,^ now knows not which is which^ 
And this same progeny of evils comeg 
From our debate, from our dissention ; 
We are their parents and original. 

Obe, Do you amend it then; it lies in youn 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy. 
To be my henchman,^ 

Tita, Set your heart at rest. 

The -fairy land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a vot*ress of my order : 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by nighl;. 
Full often hath she gossip*d by my side.; 
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands. 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood; 
When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive. 
And grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind : 
Which she, with pretty and with swinmiing gak, 
(Following her womb, then jich with my youig 

'squire,) 
Would imitate; and sail upon the land. 
To fetch me trifles, and return again. 
As from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 
And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
And, for Jier sake, I will not part with hha. 

^ Autumn producing flowers unseasonably^ 
» Produce. 9 Page. 
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Obe. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 
. Tita. Perchance^ till after Theseus* wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our rounds 
And see our moon-light revels^ go with us ; 
If not^ shun me^ and I will spare your haunts. 

Obe, Give me 4at boy, and I will go with thee. 

Tita. Not for thy kingdom. — Fairies, away : 
We shall chide down-right, if I longer stay. 

[Exewfit Titan I A, and her train. 

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this 
grove. 
Till I torment thee for this injury. — 
My gentle Puck, come hither : Thou remember'st 
Since once I sat upoa a promontory,, 
And heard a n^ermaid, on a dolphin's back. 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath. 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song 5 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres. 
To hear the sea-maid's musick. 

Tuck. I remember. 

Obe. That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,) 
flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west 5 
And roos*d his love-shaft smartly from his bow. 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'iy moo ; 
And: the imperial vot'ress passed on. 
In maidea meditation, fancy-free.' 
Yet mark*d I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

' Exempt from lore* 
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It fell upon a little western flower/^ 

Before, milk-white; now purple with love*s wound,— 

And maidens call it, loye-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower ; the herb I showed thee <mo&3 

The juice of it on sleeping e^re-lids laid>, u\. 

Will make or man or woman madlj dote 

Upon the next live creature that it seesu ' 1^ 

Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again, > >T 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Fvck. I'll put a- girdle round about the earth * 1 
In forty minutes. [Exit PucfflT 

Obe» Having once this yoiCb, U 

I'll watch Titania when she is asleep, k *^ 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : ^ ^U 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, ^ 
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, ^) 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,) T 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love. 
And ere I take this charm oiFfrom her sight, 
(As I can take it, with another herb,) 
I'll make her render up her page to me* 
But who comes here ? I am invisible ; . >T 

And I will over-hear their ^onleEence. . oT 

Enter Demetrius^ Hklz^ a following him.j 

Bern. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not^ 
Where is Lysander, and fair H^mia ? 
The one I'll sky, the other sl^reth me. ^ 

Thou told'st me, they were stol'n into thia wood. 
And here am I, and wood* within this wood^ 
Because I cannot mteet with Hemua. 
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Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel, You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel: Leave you your power to draw, 
/ ad I shall have no power to follow you. 

Dem, Do I entice you ? Do I speak you fair } 
C , rather, do I not in plainest truth 

ell you — I do not, nor I cannot love you ? 

Hel, And even for that do I love you the more. 

am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

he more you beat me, I will fawn on you : 

se me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
>glect me, lose me 5 only give me leave, 

iworthy as I am, to follow you. '^ 

' ^hat worser place can I beg in your love, 
i ind yet a place of high respect with me,) 
han to be used as you use your dog ? 

Dem, Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit > 
For I am sick, when I do look on thee. 

Hel, And I am sick, when I look not on you. 

Dem. You do impeach' your modesty too niudi, 

) leave the city, and commit yourself 
:to the hands of one that loves you not; 
trust the opportunity of night, 
nd the ill counsel of a desert place. 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel. Your virtue it my privilege for that. 
It is not night, when I do see your face, . 
Therefore I think I am not in the night : 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ; 
For yoUj, m my respect, are ail the world : 

8 BAsn iiitqaestion. 
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Then how can it be said, I am alone. 
When all the world is here to look on me '- 

Dem. I'll run from; thee, and hide me iathe 
brakes. 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts* 

HeL The wildest hatk not sucLa heart as you.. 
Kun when you will, the story ^hall be changed} 
Apollo £ies, and Daphne holds the chase 5 
The dove pursues the griffin 5 the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger :. Bootless speed! 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questions f let me gp:: 
Or, if thou. follow me,, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. . 

HeL Ay, in th^ temple,, in the town, the field,, 
You do me mischiejf. . Fye, Demetrius ! 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex^ 
We cannot fight for love^ as men may do 5 
We should be woo'.d, and were not made to woe., 
m follow thee, and make a heaven of heU, . 
To die upon** the hand I love so well,. 

[Exeunt JD ETA s. and Heu^ 

Obe, Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave thifc 
grove. 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love.— 

Re-enter Puck. 
Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer. 
Fiick, Ay, there it is. 

Obe, I pray thee> give it me* 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows. 
Where ox-lips ^ and the nod^ng violet growsj 
4 By, s xhe greater cowslip* 
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duite over-canopied.with lush ^ woodbine^. 
With sweet musk-roses,, and with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and. delight;-. 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin^. 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy ih:- 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes. 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 
Take thou some.pf it, and seek through this grove:: 
A sweet Athenian, lady is in. love 
With a disdainful youth :^ anoint his eyes ; 
But do it^ when the next thing he espies 
May be the, lady : Thou shalt know the'^man^ 
By the Athenian g^ments he hath on. 
Eflect it with some care 5 that he may. prove^ 
More fond on her, than she upon her love : 
And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.. 
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do soi. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE III. 
Another part qf the Wood, 

Enter Titan i a, with her train, 

Tita, Come, now a roundel,' and a fairy song; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ; 
Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 
Some, war with rear-mice^ for their leathern wings^ 
To make my small elves coats 3 and some, keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 

* Visorous.. 7 A kind of dance. *, Bats, 
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At our quaint spirits :9 Sing me now asleep j 
Then to your offices^ and let me rest* 

SONG. 

1 Fai. You spotted makes^ with double tongue^ 
Thorny kedge^hc^, he not seen; 
NewtSj^ and ■blind'Wortm/' do no wrong; 
Conte not neeur ourfiury qvem: 

Chorus. Philomel, vcHh melody^ 

Sing in otrr sweet lullaby ; 
Imlla, Itdloy lullaby; hlla, hlla, lulla^: 
Never hartUy nor spell nor charnty 
Come our lovely lady nigh; 
5(7, good nighty with lullaby ^ 

II. 
*S Fa. Weacing spiders, come not here ; 

Hence-, you long-legg'd spinners hence : 
Beetles blacky approach not near ; 
Worm^ nor snail, do no offence. 

Chorus. Philomel, with melody, ^c^ 

1 Fai, Hence, awayj now all is well : 
One, aloof, stand sehtineL 

\Exevnt Fairies. Titania skeps. 

Enter Oberon* 

OAc What thou seest, when thou dost wake, 

[Squeezes thejlorwer on Titania's eye4ids^ 
Do it for thy true k)ve take 3 
<Love, and languish for his sake : 

» Sports* * Efts. * SUw-worms. 
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Be it ounce,' oar cat, or bear, 

Pard, or bo&r with bristlied hair. 

In thy eye fhat ^alt a|^ar 

When thoa wak'st, k i» diy dear^ 

Walce, when aome Tie thing is near. J EsiK 

Enter Ltsaitder and Heauia* 



} 



L^. Fair love, you fmnt with wandering in iht 
wood ^5 

And to speak troth, I have foi^ot our way ^ 
We*ll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, ^ 

And tarry for the eomfort of the day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander : find you oirt a bed, 
For I upon this bank will^ rest my head. 

Ly&, One turf shatt serve as pillow for us both; 
One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysand^^ for my sake, my dear^ 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near« 

Lt/s. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence $ 
Love takes the meaning, in love's conference. 
I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit j 
ISo that but one heart we can make of it : 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath} 
So then, two boscHns, and a single troth* 
Then, by your side no bed-room me deny 5 
For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles veiy prettily :— 
Now much beshrew my manners and my pride. 
If Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied. 
But, gentle friend, for love an^ courtesy 
Lie further off) in human modesty 

3 The small tiger. 
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Such separation^, as^ msyi weU be 8aid> 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 
So far be distant 5 and good night, sweet friend : 
Thy love ne*er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

1^8, Amen, amen> to that fair prayer,, say I;. 
And then end life, when I end loyalty \ 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her, With half that wish the wisher's eyes^ be 
pressed ! {They sleep,. 

Enter Puck. 

tuck. Through the forest have I gone^ 
But Athenian found I none. 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower's force in stirring love. 
Night and silence! who is here? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear :. 
This is he, my master said^ 
Despised the Athenian maid 5 
And here the maiden, sleeping' sound>. 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe ::♦ 
When thou wak'st, let love forbid. 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. . 
So awake, when I am gone ; 
For I must now to Oberon. fEii/;. 

* 4 Possess. 
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Ejiter Demetrius and Helena, running. 

IleL "Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 
Dem I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me 

thus. 
Hel. O, wilt thou darkling 5 leave me? do not so, 
Dem. Stay, on thy, peril 5 I alone will go. 

lExit DEMETRIUa. 

Heli O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
'The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoever she lies j 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears-: 
/If so, my eyes are oftener washed than hers. 
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 
>For beasts that meet .me, run away for fear.: 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ?— 
But who is here ?— Lysander! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? 1 see no blood, no wound :— 
I^ysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys, And run through fire I will, for thy sweet 
sake. IfFaking. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art. 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
.'Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ! 
HeL Do not say so, Lysander; say not so: 
, What though he love your .Hermia ? Lord# what 
though? 

$ Ui the dark. 
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Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Lys, Ck)ntent with Hermia ? No : I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent* 
Not Heimia^ but Hdena I love : 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd ; 
And reason says you are the worthier maid* 
Things growing are not ripe until their season : 
So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason y 
And touching now the poiilt of human skiU, 
Beason becomes die marshal to my will, ' « 

And leads me to your eyes ; where I o*erlook 
Love's stories written in love*s richest book. 

HeU Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born ^ 
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn ? 
Is*t not enough, is't not enou^, young man,. 
That I did never, no, nor never can. 
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye,. 
But you must £out my insufficiency ? 
Qood troth, you do me wrong, good soodt, you do,. 
^ In such disdainful manner me to woo. 
But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 
I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 
O, that a lady,, of one man refused. 
Should, of another, therefore be abus'd ! \Edt,. 

Lys. She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep thou 
there} 
And never may'st thou come Lysander near! 
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest tilings 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings y 
Or, as the heresies, that men do leave, < 

Are hated most of those they did deceive 5 



\ 
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So thou, my sorfeit^ and my heresy, 
Ofallbehated; but the most of me! 
And all my powers> address your love and might. 
To honour Helen, and to be her knight ! [Exit.. 

Her, [starting.'] Help me, Lysander, help me! do» 
thy best. 
To phick this crawling sapent fT«m my breastr: 
Ah me, for pity ! — what a dream was here ? 
Xysander, look, how I do quake with fear : 
Methou^t a serpent eat my heart away. 
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey:-^ 
Lysanderf what, remov'd? Lysander! lord! 
What, ovA of hearing? gone? no sound, no word^ 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 
Speak, of all loves 3^ I swoon almost with fear. 
No ?— tiben I well perceive you are not nigh : 
Either deaths or you, 1*11 find immediately* [Eaeit^ 

ACT III. 

SCENE A The same. The Queen qf Fairiei fying 

asleep. 

inter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, 

and Starveling. 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

Q108. Pat, pat; and here*s a marvellous convenient 
place for our rehearsal : This green plot shall be our 
itage, this hawthorn brake our tyring-house ; and we 
do it in action, as we will do it before the duke. 

Bots Peter Quince,— 

^ By ftU that is dear. 
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Qum. What say'st thou, bully Bottom'? 

Bot, There are things in thi» comedy of Pyrmmm 
and T/tuby, that will never please. First, PyramiM 
must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladieB 
cannot abide. How answer you that ? 
, Snout. By'rlakin,*^ a par}pus^ fear. 

Stan, I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
twhen aH is done^ 

Bat. Not a whit j I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a prologue : and let the prologue seem to 
say, we will do no harm with our swords 3 and that 
Py ramus is not killed indeed : and, for the more 
bdtter assurance, -tdl them, that I Pyramus am ndt 
Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver : This will put them 
out c^ fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue 3 and it 
'Shallbe written in eight and six.— • 

Bot, No, make it two more 3 let it be written ia 
eight and eight. 

Snout, Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 

»Star, I fear it, I promise you. 1 

Bot. Masters, yod ought to consider with your- 
selves ! to bring in, Grod shield us ! a lion amon^ 
ladies, is a most dreadful thing 3 for there is not ^ 
more fearful^ wild-fowl than your lion, living 3 and 
we ought to look to it. 

Snout, Th^efore, another prologue jnust tell, he 
is not a lion. 

Bot: Nay, you must name his name, and half htf 
face must be seen through the lion's neck 3 and he 

7.By our la4yl^in. ' Dangerous. 

9 gc^crible* 
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himself must speak ihroUgh^ saying thus^ or to the 
same defect, — Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wish 
you, or, I would request you, or, I would entreat 
you, not to fear, not to tremble : my life for yours- 
If you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity 
of my life : No, I am no s^ch things I am a man as 
other men are : — ^and there, indeed, let him name his 
name} and tell them plainly, he is Snug the joiner. 

^uhi» Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things 5 that is, to bring the moon-light into a cham- 
ber: for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by 
-moon-light. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine, that night we play 
our play ? 

Bot, A calendar, a calendar! look in the alma- 
nack ', find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine« 

Quin, Yes, it doth shine that night. 

Bot. Why, then you may leave a casement of the 
great chamber window, where we play, open; and 
the moon may shine in at the casement. 

"Qidn, Ay ; or else one must come in with a bush 
of thorns and a lanthom, and say, he comes to dis- 
figure, or to present, the person of moon-shine. 
Theu> there is another thing : we must have a wall 
in the great chambrer^ for Pyramus and Thisby, says 
the story, did talk through the chinks of a wall. 

JSnug, You never can bring in a wall. — ^What say 
you. Bottom? 

Bot, Some man or other must present wall : and 
let lum'have some plaster, or some lome, or some 
^ugh-cast about him, to signify wall 3 or let him 

VOL. II, S 
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hold his fingers thus^ and through that cranny shali 
Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 

Qidn. If that may be^ then all is well. Come^ irii 
down>. every mother's son^ and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : whei^ you have spoken your 
speech, enter into that brake' and so every one ao 
cording to his cue. 

Enter Puck behind* 

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swag-^ 
gering here. 
So near the cradle of the faiiy queen ? 
What, a play toward ? 1*11 be an auditor j 
An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Quin. Speak, Pyramus : — ^Thisby, stand forth. 

Pyr. Thisbi/, the flowers of odious savours sweet ^f^ 

Quin. Odours, odours. 

Pyr.' — — odours savours sweet : 

So doth thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear,^^ 
But, hark, a voice ! stay thou but here a while. 

And by and by I will to thee appear., \Exit^ 

Tuck. A stranger Pyramus than e*er play*d here ! 

[Aside, — EsSt.- 

This. Must I speak now ? 

Quin. Ay, many, must you: for you nmst under- 
stand, he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and 
is to come again. 
i This. Most radiant Pvramus, most lilty-white qfhue. 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier ^ 
Most brisky Juvenal,* and eke most lovely Jew, 

As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire. 
Til meet thee, PyramuB, at Ninny*s tomh. 

s Thicketi ^ Young man* 
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Qmn. Ninus* tomb, man: Why you must not 
speak that yet 5 -that you answer to Pyramus: you 
i^afc all your part at once, cues^ aod all.^-Pyramus 
enter 5 your cue is past 5 it is, never tire. 

He^enttr P^ck, and Bottom with an ass*s head^ 

This, Or^As true as truest horse, that yet would 

neoer tire. 
Tyr. If I were fair, Thishy, I were only thine c^-^ 
Qidn. O monstrous 1 O strange ! we are haimted. 
Pray, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! 

[Exeunt Clowns. 
Puck, I*H follow you, I'll lead you about a round. 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, 
through brier; 
Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound, 
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn. 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn^ 

[Exit. 
Bot. Why do they run away? this is a knavery of 
Iheiu, to make me afeard. ^ 

Re-'cnter Snout. ^ 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed! what do I 
aee on thee ? 

Bot. What do you see ? you see an ass's h^d of 
your own; Do you ? 

3 The last words of the precediog speech, which senre as 
« bint to him whp is to speak next. 

4 Afraid. 

S 2 



2«8 MIDSUMMER-NIGHrS Act IIL 

Re-enter Quince* 

Qvin. Bless thee^ Bottom! bless thee! thou art 
translated. ' lExif, 

• Bot, I see their knavery : this is to make an ass •£ 
me^ to fright me, if they •could. ' But I will not stir 
from this place, do what they can : I will walk up 
and down here, and I will sing, that they shall hear I 
am not afraid. [Smgs. 

The ousel'cock, so black qfhue. 

With orange-tawney billy 
'The throstle with his note so true^ 

The wren with little -qmtl ; 

Tit a. What angel wakes me from my flowery bed"? 

\lVaJdng, 
Bot. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark. 
The plain-song cuckoo ^ gray. 
Whose note full many a man doth mark. 
And dares not answer, nay ;— 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so. foolish t 
bird ? who would give a bird the lie, though he ciy, 
cuckoo, never so ? 

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, «ing again 3 
Mine car is much enamour*d of thy note. 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape:; 
And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me. 
On the first.view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have Uttle 
reason for that : And yet, to say the truth, reason 
and love keep little company together now-a-daysi 

5 The Cuckoo nvitb his unifonn note. 
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The more the pity, that some honest neighbours 
will not make them friends. Nay, I can gleek^ upon 
occasion. 

Tit a. Thou are as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to 
get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine 
own turn. 

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go j 
Thou, shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
I am' a spirit, of no common rate j 
The summer still doth tend upon my state. 
And I do love thee : therefore, go- with mej 
m give thee fairies to attend on thee j 
And they shall fetich thee jewels from the deep : 
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so. 
That thou shalt like an airy spirit go, — 
Peas-blossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustard-seed ! 

Enteirfour Fairies. 

1 Fai» Ready.. 

2 Fai. And I, 

3 Fai, And I. 

4 Fai. Where shall we go ?" 
Tit a. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman; 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ^ 
Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,'' 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mvdberries 5 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees. 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm*s eyejs>, 

• Joke. 7 Gooseberries* 
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To hare my love to bed, dnd to arise $ 
And pluck the wings from painted botterffies^ 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him> el?es^ and do him courtesies* 

1 F(d. HaWy mortal! 

SFai. Hail! 

3 Fai, Hail! 

4Jpfle. Hail! 

Bot. I cry your worships naercy, heartily* — ^I be- 
seech^ your worship's name* 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bot» I shall desire you of more acquaintance^ good 
master Cobweb : If I cut my finger^ I shall make 
bold with youw— Your name^ honest gentleman ? 

Feas, Peas-blossom. 

Bot. I pray you^ commend me to mistress Squash> 
your mother, and to master Peascod, your father. 
Good master Peas-blossom> I shall desire you of more 
acquaintance too. — ^Your name, I beseech you, sir? 

Mus. Mustard-seed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your 
patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox- 
beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your house: 
I promise you, your Idndred hath made my eyes 
water ere now. I desire you more acquaintance, 
good master Mustard- seed. 

Tita. Come, wait upon him 5 lead him to my bower. 

The moon^ methinks, looks with a watery eye} 
And when she weeps, weeps every little fiower> 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently. 

^Exeunt. 



9 
I 
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SCENE IL 

Another part qf the Wood, 

Enter Oberon* 

Vbe, I wonder, if Titaniia be awak*d j 
Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit ? 
What night-rule* now about this haunted grove ? 
Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. . 
Near to her close and consecrated bower. 
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 
A crew of patches, 9 rude mechanicals. 
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 
, Were met together to rehearse a play. 
Intended for great Theseus* nuptial day. 
The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort,' 
Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 
'Forsook his scene, and entered in a brake : 
When I did him at this advantage take. 
An ass*s nowl^ I fixed on his head 9 
Anop, his Thisbe must be answered, 
vAnd forth my mimick^ comes : When they him spy,. 
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye. 
Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 
Hising and cawing at the gun*s report 

' Revelry. » Simple fellows. 

* Stupid company. ^Hcad. 9 Actor* 
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Sever themselves, and madly sweep die skyj 

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly : 

And, at our stamp, here o*er and o*er one falls j 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears> thus 

strong. 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong: 
For briers and thorns at their, apparel snatch 5 
Some, sleeves -, some, hats : firom yielders all things 

catch. 
I led them on in this distracted fear. 
And left sweet Pyramus translated there : 
When in that moment (so it came to pass,) 
Titania wak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass* 

Obe, This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch*d^ the Athenian's eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

Puck. I took him sleeping, — ^that is finkh'd too,r--^ 
And the Athenian woman by his side ?- 
That, when he wak*d, of force she must be ey'd. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia^. 

Obe. Stand close; this is the same Athenian. 

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man. 

Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her, Now I but chide, but I should use thee 
worse ; 
For thou, I fear^ hast given me cause to curse, 

4 Infected. 
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If tiioa hast slain Lysander in his sleep. 

Being o'er shoes in bloody plunge in the deep,. 

And kill me too; 

The sua was not so. true unto the day. 

As he to me : Would he have storn away. 

From sleeping Hermia? I'll. believe as soon. 

This whole earth may be bor'd^. and that the mooa> 

May through the center creep, and so displease 

Her brother's . nooU'-tide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be, but.thou hast murder'd him 5 

So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Dem. So should the murder'd look j and so should I, . 
Pierc'd through the heart with your stern cruelty :. 
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear. 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What's this to my Lysander ? where is he? 
Ah„ good. Demetrius, will thou give him me? 

Dem. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 

Her. Out, dog!, out,. cur! thou driv'st me past the 
k bounds 
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain hiin then? 
Henceforth be never nvimber'd among men! 
O ! once teU true, tell true, even for my sake 5 
Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake. 
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping? O brave touch \^ 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung, 

Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris'd* 
mood: 
I am not guilty of Lysander's blood y 

9 Exploit. < Mistaken. 
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Nor is he dead, for aught that I can td). 

Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is wdl. 

Deni, And if I could, what should I get therefore^ 

Her, A privil^e, never to see me more.— 
And from thy hated presence part I so : 
See me no more, whether he be dead or no. lEait. 

Dem, There is no following her in this fierce vein 2 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remam. 
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe 5 
Which now, in*some slight measure it will pay. 
If for his tender here I make some stay. [^Ldes dorm. 

Obe, What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken quite^ 
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight: 
^-Of thy misprision must perfcMTce «isue 
^ome true-love tum*d, and not a false tum'd true. 

Puck. Then fate o*er-rules; that, one man holding 
troth, 
A million fail, con£3unding oath on oath. 

Obe. About the wood go s^^ifter than the wind. 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 
All fimcy-sick' she is, and pale of cheer* 
With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear: 
By some illusion see thou bring her here 5 ' 
I'll charm his eyes, against she do ^pear. 

Puck. 1 go, I go } look, how I go ^ 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow, [Exk^ 
Obe. Flower of this purple die. 
Hit with Cupid's archery, 
Sink in apple of his eye ! 
When his love he doth espy, 

7 Love- sick* ' Countenance* 
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"Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky.-— 
When thou wak'st, if she be by. 
Beg of her for remedy. 

Re-enter Puck^ 

Puck. Capt^n of our fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand ; 
And the youth, mistook by me. 
Pleading for a lover's fee ; 
Shall we their fond pageant see ? 
Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

Obe, Stand aside : the noise they make. 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once, woo onej 
That must needs be sport alone 3 
And those things do best please me. 
That befal preposterously. 

Enter Lysander and Helena* 

^ Lp, Why should you think, that I should woo ia 
soom? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears : 
Look, when I vow, I weep > and vows so bom. 

In their nativity all truth appears. 
How can these things in me seem scorn to you. 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true? 

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more. 

When truth kills truth, O devilish holy, fray ! 
These vows are Hermia's) Will you give her o*er? 

Weigh oath with oath^ and you will nothing weigh : 
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Your vows, to her andme^ put in two scales^ 
Will even weigh 5 and both as light as talesk 

Li/s. I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now yougive her o'er, 

Ia/s. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 

Dem, [awaking,'] O Helen, goddess, nymph, per- 
fect, divine*! 
To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ?' 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus' snow« 
Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow. 
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

Hel, O spite f O hell !' I see you all are bent 
To set against me, for your merriment. 
If you were civil, and knew courtesy. 
You WQuld not do me thus much injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do,. 
But you must join, in souls,^ to mock me too^ 
If you were men,, as men you are in show. 
You would- not use a gentle lady so j. 
To vow, and swear and superpraise my parts,. 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts 
Yoa both are rivals, and love Hermia^ 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprize. 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes, 
•With your derision ! none, of noblei sort,f 
Would so offend a virgin 5 and extort 
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport 

9 Heartily. " Degree. 
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Lys, You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not soj 
For you love Hermia ; this, you know, I know: 
And here, with all good will, with all my hearty 
In Hermia's love I yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath. 
Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia j I will none: 
If e'er I lov*d her, all that love is gone. 
My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojoum'd j 
And now to Helen is it home returned. 
There to remain. 

Ly&^ Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know. 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.* — ^ 

li0ok> where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear: 

Enter Hermia. 

Htr, Dark night, that from the eye his function 
takes> 
The ear more quick of apprehension makes ^ 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 
It pays the hearing double recompense : — 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found j 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys, Why should he stay, whom love doth press 

to go? 
Hcr^ What love could press Lysander from my 

side? 
Ia/s., Lysander's love, that would not let him bide^ 

•Pay dearly for it. 
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Fair Helena j who more engflds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes ^ and eyes of lights 
Why seek'st thou me?' could not this make thei 

know. 
The hate I bare ^ee made me leave thee so ?" 
Her, Yon speak not as you think ^ it cannot be» 
Hd. JjQ, she is one of this confederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoined, all three. 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid f 
Have you cbnspir*d^ have you with these contriv*^ 
To bait me with this foul derison ? 
Is all the counsel that We two have shared. 
The sisters* vows, the hours that we have spent,. 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us,— O, and is all forgot ? 
All school-days* friendships childhood innocence ^ 
We, Hermia, like two arti&ial^ gods. 
Have with our neelds^ created both one flower. 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds. 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together. 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 
But yet a union in partition. 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one be^^ 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry. 
Due But to one, and crowned with one crest.. 
And will you rent our ancient love asunder. 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend. I 

3 Circles. 4 IngeniQUS. s Needles. 
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It is not friendly, 'ti« not maidenly : 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it j 

Thoughsl alone do feel tiie injury. 

Her, I am amazed at your passionate words : 
I scorn you not 5 it seems that you scorn me. 

HeL Have you not set Ly^ander, as in scorn^ 
To follow me^ and praise my eyes and face ? 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 
(Who even but now did spurn ma with his foot,)^ 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare> 
Precious, celestial } Wherefore speaks he this " 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love> so rich within his soul,. 
And tender me, forsooth, affection; 
But by your setting on, by your consent ^ 
What though I be not so in grace as you>. 
So hung upon with love, so- fortunate ; 
But miserable most, to love unlov'd ? 
This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her^ I understand not what you mean by this* 

Heh Ay, do> pers6vere> counterfeit sad looks. 
Make mows^ upon me when I turn my back ; 
Wink at each other y hold the sweet jest up : 
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners,, 
You would not^nake me such an argument. 
But, fare ye well : 'tis partiy mine, own fault j , 
Winch death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

lAfs. Stay, gentie Helena -, hear my excuse j 
My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 

ITe/. O excellent! 

• Wry faces. 



.-♦ . 
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Her, Sweet, do not scorn her- so. 

Detn, If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she entr^t) 
Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak 

prayers. — 
Helen, I love thee 5 by my life, I do-; 
I swear by that which I will lose for thee. 
To prove him false, that says I lovethee not. 

Dem, I say, I love thee more than he can do. 

L^s, If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Dewi. ^uick, come, — 

Her, Lysander, whereto tends all ^this? 

Lj/s. Away, youEthiop! 

Dem, No, no, sir: — ^hewHl 

■Seem to break loose 5 take on, as you would follow; 
But yet come not : Youare a tame man, go? 

L^s, Hang off, thou cat, thouiburr : vile thing let 
loose *, 
Or I will shake thee from me, like a serpent. 

Her, Why are you grown so rude ? what change 
is this. 
Sweet love } 

Lys, Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out! 

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence ! 

Her^, .Do you not jest? 

Hel. Yes, 'sooth 5 and so do yea. 

Lys, Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 

Dem. I would, I had your bond; for, I perceive^ 
J^ weak bond holds you ; 1*11 not trust your word. 

Lys, What should I hurt her, strike her^ killbftr 
dead ? « 

JUthough I hate her^ TU not harm her so« 
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Her. What, can you do Vne greater haitn/&a{i hatfc? 
Hate me! wherefore? Ome! what news, fnjrtoyef 
Am noirl Hermia ? Are not you Lysauderi 
I am as fair now, as I was erewhile. 
Since night, you lov'd me ^ yet, sinoe ni^t yott left 

me: 
Why, then you left me,— O, the ^ods forbid!— 
In earnest^ shall I s^y ? 

Li/s, Ay, by my ILfe-j 

And never did desire to see thee more. 
Therefore, be out of hppe, of question, doubt> 
: Be certain, nothing truer 5 *tisnojest. 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. Ome! you juggler! you canker-blossom!' 
Yoti thief of love ! what, have you come by night. 
And stoFn my love's heart from him^ 

Hel. Fine,i'faith! 

• Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 
'^No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you te^ 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 
I'ie, fie ? you counterfeit, you puppet you I 

Her. Puppet! why so? Ay, that way goes tlie 
game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her height 5 
And with her. personage, heV tall personage. 
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.— 
And are you grown so high in his esteem, 
•Because. I am so dwarfish, and so low ? 
JHovr low am I, thou painted maypole? speak ^ 

7 A worm that preys on buds of flowers* 

VOL. II. T 
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I 

How low am I ? I am not yet so low. 

But that my nails can reach imto thine eyes. 

HeL I pray you, though you mock me, -gentlemen^. 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst.; ? 
I haxe no gift at all in shrewishness 3 . 
I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 
I^t her not strike me: You, perhaps-, may think> . 
Because she's something lower than myself 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower! hark, again. 

Hd*. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did love, you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrdng'dyou;,. 
Save, that, in love unto Demetrius^ 
T told him of your- stealth unto this wood: 
He follow' d you ; for love, I followed him- 
But he hath chid me hence 5 and threaten'd me 
To strike nue, spurn me, nay, ,to kill me too : 
And now, so you will let »me quiet go, . 
To Athens will I bear my. folly back. 
And follow you no further : Let me go : 
You see how simple and how fond.9 I am. 

Ha\ Why, get you gone : Who is*t that hinders 
you ? 

KeL A foolish heart, that I leave here hehind. 

Her, What, with Lysander ? 

HeL With Demetrius. 

Iajs, Be not afraid : she shall . not harm thee> 
Helena. 

Dcm. No, sir; she shall not, though you take^hec 
part. 

* Shrewish or mischieyous. 9 FoolUb. 
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Hel, O, when she's angiy, she is keen and sHrewd: 
She was a vixen^ when she went to school s 
And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again? nothing but low and little ?— ^ 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 
Let me come to her. 

lAfs. Get you gone, you dwarf j 

You minimus, of hindering knot grass ■ made ; 
You bead, you acorn. / 

Dem. You are to too officious,. 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 
Let her alone 5 speak not of Helena 5 
Take not her part : for if thou dost intend* 
Never so litde show of love to her,. 
Thou shalt aby it. 

Lt/s. Now she holds me not; 

Now follow, if thou dar'st, to try whose righ,t. 
Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. • 

Dem. Follow? nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by 
jole. [^Exeunt Lys. and Dem^ 

Her. You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you : 
Nay, go not back. - 

Hel: I will not trust you, I j 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hands> than mine,, are quicker for a fray 5 
My legs are longer though, to run away. [^Exif. 

Her. 1 am amaz'd, and know not what to say. 

[ Exity pnrming Helena. 
Ohe. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak'st. 
Or else commit' st thy knaveries wilftflly. 

Pttck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 

» Antiently knot-grass was believed to prevent the growth 
of children. * Pretend. , 

t2 
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Did not you tdl me, I should koow the maA 
By the Athenian garmeots be bad on ? 
And so far blameless proves my eoterpr ize. 
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes : 
And so far am I glad it so did sort,' 
As this their jangling I esteem a ^port. 
Obe.' Thou seest, these lovers seek a place t9 
^Ht: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the nighti 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog^ as black as Acheron.; 
And lead these testy rivals so astray. 
As one conae not within another's way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongoe^ 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong $ 
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius 5 
And from each other look thou lead thii^m thuSi 
Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep : 
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye 5 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, ♦ 
To take from thence all error, with his might. 
And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight. 
When they next wake, all this derision 
ShaU seem a dream, and fruitless vision 5 
And back to Athens ^hall the lovers wend,^ 
With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 
I'll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy^ 
And then I will her charmed eye release 
iFrom nK>nsber's view, and all things shall be peace. 

. ' 3 Happen. -^ Mcdkinal efficacy. ' X3«. 
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Puck. My fairy lord^ this mu»t b^ done with haste j 
For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast. 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger 5 
At whose approach^ ghosts, wandering here and there. 
Troop home to church-yards : damned spirits all. 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial. 
Already to thehr wormy bed^ are gone 5 
For fear lest day should look their shames upon. 
They wilfully themselves exile Trom light. 
And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night 

Obe, But we are spirits of another sort : 
1 with the Morning's Love^ have oft made sport f 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread. 
Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red. 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams. 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 
But, notwithstJHiding, haste 5 makd no delay t 
We may effect this business yet ere day. 

lExit Oberon.. 
Pvck. Up and down, up and down y 

I will lead them up and down : 

I am fear'd in field and town 3 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 

Eni€r Lysattder. 

I^s^ Whi&re art thou, prgud Demetrius? speak 

thou now. 
Fuck. Here villain y. drawn and ready. Where art 

thou? 

^Cephalus, the paramour of Auronu 
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Lys. I will be with thee straight. 
Fmk. Follow me then 

To plainer ground. \^xit Ly s . as following the voice, 

Ew^er Demetrius. 

Dem. Lysander ! speak again. 

/Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 
Speak. In some bush ? Where dost thou hide thy 
head ? 
,Puck. Thou coward^ art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars. 
And wilt not come? Come, recreant) come, thou 

child; ' 
I'll whip thee with a rod : He is defil'd. 
That draws a sword on thee. 

Dem, Yea; art thou there^ 

Fuck. Follow my voice,; we'll try no manhood 

here. {^Exeunt, 

Re-enter Ltsander. 

7.?/*. He goes before me, and still dares me^onj 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone* 
The villain is much lighter heel'd than I.: 
I foUow'd fast, but faster he did fly;; 
That fallen am I in dark uneven way. 
And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day 1 

[^Lies dawn* 
Tor if but once thou show me thy gray light, 
J'U find. Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [5/eg«* 
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Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! Coward, why com'st tibou 

'not? 
Bern, Abide me,, if thou4ar'st; for well I wot, 
Thourann'st before me, shifting every place ; 
And dar'st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 
.--Puck. Come hither -, I am here, 

Dem, Nay, tiien thou mock*st me. Thou shalt 
buy this dear, 
' If ever I thy face by day-light see : 
Now, go thy way. Fainteees constraineth me 
To measure out my length on tliis cold bed.— 
By day's approach look to be visited. 

[Lies down andskeps. 

Enter Hexena. 

HcL O weary night, O long and tedious night. 
Abate thy hours : shine, comforts, from the east; 
That I may back to Athens, by day-light. 

From these that my poor company detests— 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow'-s eye. 
Steal me awhile from mine own company. [Sleeps, 
Puck, Yet but three ? Come one more , 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 
Here she comes, curst and sad:— 
Cupid is a knavish lad, 
I'hus to make poor females mad. 
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Enter Hermia. 

Her, Never so weaiy> never so in woe,. 
Bedabbled with tlie dew, and torn with briew; 

I can no further crawl, no farther go j 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires* 

Here will I rest me, till the break of d^y. 

Heavens shield Lysanderi if they mean a fny ! 

[Lies down. 
Puck, On the ground 
Sleep sound : 
I'll apply 
To your eye. 
Gentle lover, remedy. 

[Squeezing the juice on Lysakdsr'8 tye^. 
When thou wak'st. 
Thou tak'st 
True delight* 
In the night 
Of thy former lady's eye : 
And the country proverb kDown> 
Hiat every man should take his own^ , 
In your waking sh^Jl be shown : 
Jack shall haVe Jill 5 
Nought shall go ill ^ 
The man shall have his mare again, and tU shall be 
well, 

lExit BuCk.-tDbii-HeIm 4'<^. skep. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE L The tame. 

Enter Titania and B6ttom, Fairies attending^:. 
Oberon behind vnseen. 

Tita, Come^ sit ^ee down upon this flowery bed;|. 
Wlule I thy amiable cheeks do coy^^ 
And stick mask-roses in thy sleek smooth head^. 
And kiss thy fair large ears, . my. gentle joy. 

Bot. Where's Peas-bkssom ? 

Peas» Ready. 

Bot. Scratdi my head, Peas-Uossom.— Where'»> 
monsieur Cobweb? 

Cob. Ready. 

Bot. Monsieur Cobw^ 3 good monsieur; get your* 
weapons in your hand^« and kill me a red-hipped' 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle 5 and^ good mon-» 
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not firet yourself 
too much in the action^ monsieur; and^ good mon— 
aieur, have a care the honey-bag break not 5 I would 
be loath to have you overflown with a honey-bag,, 
ttgnior. — Where's uKMisieur Mustard-seed ? 

Must. Ready. 

Bot. Give me your neif^^ monsieur Mustard-seed*. 
Bray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must. What's your will ? 

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalero* 
Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's, monsieur; 
fcr^methinks^ I am marvellous hairy about, the face: 

7 Stroke. «-f1st. 
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and I am such a tender ass^ if my hair do but tickle 
me^ I must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some musick, my 
sweet love ? 

Bot, I have a reasonable good ear in musick : let 
us have the tongs and the bones. 

Tita, Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir'st to eat. 

Bo^ Truly, a peck of provender j J could munch 
your good dry oats. Methinks,! have a great desire 
to a bottle of hay: ^ood hay, sweet hay, hath no 
fellow. . . 

Tita, I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

jBo^. Ihad rather have a handful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray you, let none^ of your- people stir 
me 5 I have an exposition of sleep come upon. me. 

Tita, Sleep thou, and Twill wind thee in my arms« 
•Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 
So doth the woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle, • 
Gently entwist, — ^the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 
O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

{They sleep, 

Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

't)be. Welcome, good RoTJin. 'See'st thou this sweet 
sight ? 
Her dotage now I do begin to pity, 
^or meeting her of late, behind the wood, 
^Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 
•I 4id upbraid her^ and fall out with her : 
^or she his haiiy temples then had rounded 
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With coronet of fresh and fragrant^flowersj . 
And that same dew^ which sometime on. the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls^ 
Stood now within the pretty flourets' eyes. 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had, at«my pleasure, taunted her. 
And she, in mild terms, begg'd my patience, 
I then did ask of her her changeling child; 
Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in 'fairy land. 
And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes. 
And, gentle Puck, take tliis transformed scalp . 
From off. the head of this Athenian swain; 
That he awaking when the other do. 
May all to Athens back again repair; 
And think no more of this nights accidents. 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But first I will release the fairy queen. 
•Be, .as thou wast wont to be; 

{^Foucking Aer eyes mth an herh. 
See, as thou wast wont to see : 
:Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 
Now, myTitania; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita. My Oberon! what visions have I seen! 
Methought, I was enamour'd of an ass. 

Obe. There lies your love. 

Tita, How came these things to pass ? 

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now! 

Ohe, Silence, a while. — Robin, take off this head.*-* 
mtania, musick call; and strike more dead 
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Than common sleeps of all these five the sense. 
Tita. Musick^ ho! musick; snch as charmeth sleep.: 
Fvxk, Now^ when thou wak'st^ with thine own 

fool's eyes peep. 
Ohe. Sounds nrosick. [5/t// vmsick^ Come^ mjr 
queen^ take hands wilh me^ 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in amity; 
And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly. 
Dance in duke Theseus' house triumphantly,, 
And bless it to all fair posterity- : 
There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Hieseus, all in jollity. 

Fuck. Fairy king, attend,, and markf 
I do hear the morning lark. . 

Oht, Then, my queen, in silence sad. 
Trip we after the night's shade : 
We the ^obe can compass soon, 
Swifler than the wand'ring moon* 

Tvta. Come, ta^ lord; and in our flight,. 
Tell me how it came this night. 
That I sleeping here was found. 
With these mortals, on the ground. \Exemt^ 

[Hams sound witfdn- 

Enter Theseus,: Hippolyta, Eoeus,. and train. 

The. Go, one cf( you, find out the forester;— 
For now our observation is perform'd : 
And since we have the vaward^ of the day. 
My love shall hear the musick of my hounds.-** 
Uncouple in the westerp valley; go : 

9 Forepart. 
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Despatch, I^ay, and ikid the foresta:.-^ 
We willy fair queen, up to the noiountain^s top. 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjimction. 

Hip, I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
l^Then in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding 5' fer, besides Ae groves. 
The skies, the fountains, every cegion near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry : I neVer heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartah kind, 
:So flew'd,' so sanded; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
•Crook-knee'd, and dew-laip*d like Thessalian bulls 5 
Slow in pursuit, but matched in mouth like bells,- 
Each under each. A ciy more tuneable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn. 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you bear.«-*£ut, soft; what nymphs aro 
these? 

Ege, My lord, this is my daughter here asleep : 
And this, Lysander; this Demetrius is ; 
This Helena, cddNedar'^ Helena: 
I wonder of their being here together. 

The, No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent, 
*Came here in grace of our solemnity.— 
tBut, speak, Egeus; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choicef 

' Sound. 
* The flew6 are the large 4;haps of a hound* 
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Ege. It isi my lord. 

The»' Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
horns. 

Morns,, and shout within. Demetrius, Lysander,, 
Hermia, and Helena^, wake and start i^. 

The. Good-morrow friends; Saint Valentine is- 
past; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now r 

Lys. Pardon, my lord. 

[He and the rest kneel to Theseus.. 

The. I pray you all, stand up. 

I know, you are two rival enemies ; 
How comes this gentle concord in the world,. 
That hatred is so far from jealousy. 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ?• 

Lt/s, My lord, I shall reply amazedly. 
Half 'sleep, half waking: But as yet, I swear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here : 
But, as I think, (for truly would I speak,-^— 
And now I do bethink me, so it is j) 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege, Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough : 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head.— 
They would have stoFn away, they would, Demetriu9>. 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife; and me, of my consent; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem, My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth,, 
Of this^ their purpose hither, to this wood y 
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And I- in fury hither follow'd them ; 

Fair Helena in fanqr^ following me. 

But^ my good lord, I wot not by what power,'. 

(But by some power it is,) my love to Hermia>» 

Melted as doth the snow, seems -to. n^e now 

As the remembrance of an idle-gawd,^ 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon : : 

And sil the faith, the virtue of my heart. 

The object, and the pleasure of mine eye>" . 

Is'only Helena. To her, my lord. 

Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia : . 

But, like in sickness, did I loath this food : ' 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, , 

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it. 

And wrH for levermbrd be true to it. 

The* Fair lovers, you are fortunately met^. 
Of this discourse we more will hear anon.—; 
Egeus, I will overbear your will ^ 
For in the temple, by and by with us, • 
These couples shall eternally be knit. 
And, for the morning now is something worn. 
Gut purposed hunting' shall be set aside. — 
Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three, 
We*ll hold a -feast in great solemnity. — 
€ome> Hippolyta. 

[^Exeunt The. Hip. Ege. and train. 

Dem, These things seem small, and undistin^ 
guishable, . 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds.. 

Her. Methinks, I see these things with- par ted eyey 
When every thing seems double. 

3 Laye. 4 Toy> 
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HeL Somethiaks: 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel. 
Mine own^ and not mine own. 

Dem. It seems to me. 

That yet we sleep, we dreanh— ^Do not you thinks 
The duke was here, and bid us foUow him ? 

Her, Yea; and my father. 

Hel, And Hippolyta. 

Lys, And he did bid xis follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why then, we are awake: lets follow him j 
And, by the way, let .us recount onr^dreams. 

{Exemt. 

As they go oitt, Bottom axvahes, 

Bot, When my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answer : — my next isj, Most fair Fyrarmis, — Hey, 
ho! — Peter Quince,! Flute, the bellows^mender! 
Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God's my life! stolen 
hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare 
vision. I have had a dream, — rpast the wit of mm 
to say what dream it was : Man is but an ass, if he 
go about to expound this dream. Methought I was 
— there is no man can tell what. Methought I was> 
and methought I had, — But man is but a patthed 
fool, if he will offer to say what methought I had. 
The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man hatb 
jiot seen; man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue 
to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream 
was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of 
this dream: it shall be called Bottom's Dream, be^ 
cause it hath no bottom ; and I will sing it in the 
latter end of a play, before the duke : Peiadventure, 
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to make it the more gracious^ I sliaU sing it at her 
death. lExit. 

SCENE 11. 

Athens. A Room in Quince's House, 

Enter Quince, -Flute, Snout, afid 

Starveling. 

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom's house? is he 
'Come home yet ? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is 
transported. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred) 
It goes not forward, doth it ? 

Quin, It is not possible : you have not a man in all 
Athens, able to discharge Pyxamus, but he. 

Flu. No 5 he hath simply tlie best wit of any 
handycraft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too : and he is a 
very paramour, for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragon: a paramour is^ 
God bless us, a thing of nought. 

Enter Snfg, 

Snug, Masters, the duke is coming from the tem- 
ple, and there is two or three lords and ladies more 
married : if our sport had gone forward, we had all 
been made men. 

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost 
sixpence a-day during his life; he could not have 
'scaped sixpence a-day: an the duke had not given 

VOL. II. U 
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him sixpence a-day for playing P3rramus^ I'll be 
hanged -, he would have deserved it : sixpence a-dayy 
in Pyramus, or nothing. 

Entej' Bottom, 

Bot, Where are these lads? where are these 
hearts? 

Quin. Bottom!— O most courageous day! O most 
happy hour ! 

Botr Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but 
ask me not what j for, if 1 tell you, I am no trae 
Athenian. I will tell you every thing, right as it 
fell out. 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, 
is, that the duke hath dined : Get your apparel tOf 
getherj good strings to your beards, new ribbons 
to yom* pumps 3 meet presently at the palace 3 every 
man look o*er his party for^ the short and the long 
is, our play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby 
have clean linen 3 and let not him, that play^ thA 
lion, pare his nails, for they shall hang out foe 
the lion's claws. And, most dear actors, eat no 
onions, nor garlick, for we are to utter sweet breath 3 
and I do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is 
a sweet comedy. No more words 3 away} go, away. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I, The same. An Apartment in the 

Palace o^ Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, 
LordSf and Attendants, 

Hip. 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 

speak of. 
The. More strange than true. I never may believe 

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains. 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 

More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatick, the lover, and the poet. 

Are of imagination all compact:^ 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold^ 

That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantick. 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt r 

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to* 

heaven.^ 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 
Such tricks hath strong imagination 5 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 

• * 5 Are made of mere imagination^ 

v2 
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Or, in the night, imagining some fear. 
How easy is a bush sappps'i} 9 bear ? 

Hvp. But all the story of the night told over. 
And all their minds trans£gur*d ^o together. 
More witnessedi tbaa faiMjy'» images. 
And grows to somethmg of great constancy^ ^ 
But, howsoever, stringe, and adniirable. 

Enter Lysai^d^r, Demetrius, Hernia, ani 

Helena. 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirfli.— . 
Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love. 
Accompany your hearts 1 

Lys. More than to us 

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bedl 

The. Come nowi what piasks, wl^t dances shaM 
we have. 
To wear away this long 8ge of jthree hqur^. 
Between our after-supper, apd bed time ? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth? 
What revels are in hand? Js there no play. 
To ease the anguish of a torturing horn* ? 
Call Philostrate. 

Philost. Here, wigh^ Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgement' have you for ^ 
evening ? 
What mask? what musick? Hpv shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with aom^ delight? 

Philost. There is a brief,^^ how many sports ve ripe j 
Make choice of which your bighft^fis will s^ first. 

[Giving a paper, 

^ Stability. 7 Pastime, * Short account. 
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The. reads.'] The battle uiih the Centaurs, to be 
Simg, 

By an Athenian eunuch to the haiy, 
We*ll none of that : that hare I told my love. 
In gloiy of my kinsman Hercules. 

The riot qf the tipsy Bacchanatsy 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage. 
That is an old device] and it was play*d 
When I from Thebes cafpe last a conqueror. 

The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 

Of learning, late deceased in beggary. 
That is some satire^ keen^ and cntical> 
Not sorting with A nupti^ ceremony. 

A tedious brief scene qf yotmg Fy ramus. 

And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth, 
Mefry and tragical? Tedious and brief? 
That is, hot ice> and wonderous strange snow. 
How shaD we find the concord of this discord ? 

Fhilost, A play there is, my lord,, some ten words 

long 'y 

Which is as brief as I have known a play j 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 
Which makes it tedious : for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 
And tragical, my noble lord> it is; 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 
Which, when I saw rehears'd, I must confeS!f> j 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

T^e. What are they, that do play it ? 

Fhilost. Hard-handed men, that work m Adient 
here. 



282 MroSUMMERJSriGHTS Act V.. 

Wihich never labour*d in their minds till now^ 
And now have toil'd their unbreath*d9 memories 
With this same play^ against your nuptial. 
The. And we will hear it. 
PhUost. No, my noble lord. 

It is not for you : I have heard it over. 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world j 
Unless you can find sport in their intents. 
Extremely stretch'd, and conn'd with cruel pain. 
To do jou service. 

TAe. I will hear that play j 

For never any thing can be amiss. 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in 5 — and take your places, ladies. 

[Exit Philostrate. 
Hip, I love not to see wretchedness overcharged. 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 

thing. 
Hip. He says, they can do nothing in this kind. 
The. The kinder we, to ^ive them thanks for 
nothing. 
Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do. 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes j 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale. 
Make periods in the midst of sentences. 
Throttle their practised accent in their fears. 
And, in conclusion, diunbly have broke of^ 

9 Unexerci;>ed. 
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Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sweet. 

Out of this silence, yet, I pick*d a welcome; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 

I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 

Of sawcy and- audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 

Inleast, speak most, to my capacity. 

Enter Philostrate. 

Philost, So please your grace, the prologue ig 

addrest.' 
Tlie, Let him approach. IFloinish uf trumpets. 

Enter Prologue. 

Prol. If we offendy it is with our good will. 

That you should thinks we come not to offend^ 
"But with ^ood'Will, To shew our simple skilly 

That is the true beginning of our end. 
Consider then, we come but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not here. That you should here repent you,, 
The actors are at hand ; and, by their show. 
You shall know all, that you are like to know. 

The. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

Lys. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough coltj^ 
he knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord: tt 
is 4iot enough to speak, but to speak true. 

Hip, Indeed he hath played on this prologue, 
like .a child on a recorder j* a sound, but not in 
government. 

■ Ready. ^ A musical instrument. 
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The, His speech was like a tangled chain; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordtered. Who is next? 

Fmter Pykamus and Thisbe^ Wall, Moonshine, 
and Lion, as in dumb inow^ 

Prol. '^Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this 

show; 
'^ But wonder on^ till truth noake all things plain. 

'^ This man is Pyramus, if you would know 5 
" This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain. 

^' This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
*' Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers simder : 
And through wall's chink, poor souls, they are 

content 
*^ To whisper j at the which let no naan wonder. 
This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn,. 

, ^^ Presenteth moon-shine: for, if you will know,. 

*' By moon-shine did these lovers think no scorn 
'^ To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to wocu 

'^ This grisly beast, which by name lion hight>^ . 
The trusty Thisby, coming first by nighty 
Did scare away, or raAer did afiright : 
And, as she fied, her mantle she did fall y 
*' Which Mon vile with bloody mouth did stain : 
Anion comes Pyramus, sweet youth, and tall, 
*' And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain : 
Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful bla^,. 
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breast ; 
And, Thisby tariying in mulberry shade, 
^' His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest^ 

3 Called. 
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^•Letlion^ moon-shine^ wall, and Ibvers twiin, , 
*' At large discourse, while here they do remain." 
[Exevnt Prol. This be,, Lion>. and Moonsliine, 

The, I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 

Dem. No wonder,, my lord: one lion may, when, 
many assea do. 

WaU. " In this san^e interlude, it doth befall, 
** That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 
'' And such St wall,, as I would have you thinks 
^^ That had in it a cranny*d hole, or chink. 

Through which the lovers,. P3rramus and Thisby,. 

Did whisper often very secretly. 

This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show 
** That I am that same wall 5 the truth is so : 
** And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 
*' Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper." 

The, Would you desire lime and hair to speak better ? 

Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard, 
discourse, my lord. 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall : silence ! 

Enter Pyramus.. 
Pyr. '* O grim*look*d niglit! O night with, hue so. 

black! 
'^ O night, which ever art, when day is not ! 
^ O night, O night, alack, alack,, alack,. 

*' I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot ! — 
*^ And thou, O wall,. O sweet, O lovely waU,. 
'^ That 8tand*st between her father*s ground and 
mxney 
^ Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 
^ Show me thy chink, to blink through, with mine 
eyne. [Wall holds up hisjingeri. 
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" Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for 

this! . 

'' But what see I ? No Thisby do I see* 
*' O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss j 
'"Curst be thy stones for^us deceiving me !" 

The. Xhe wall, methinks, being sessible, should 
curse again. 

Pi^r, No, in truth, sir, he should not. Deceiving 
me, is Thisby*s cue : she is to enter now, and I am 
to spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will 
fall.pat as I told you : — Yonder she comes, 

£mter Thisbe. 

This, *' O wall, full often hast thou heard my 
moans. 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me : 
My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones 5 

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee," 
Pyr. ''J .see a voice: now will J to the chink> 
'* To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. 
'' Thisby !" 

This. "My love! thou art my love, I think:** 
Tyr. "Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's 
grace ; 
" And like Limander am I trusty still." 

This. " And I like Helen, till the fates me kill.'* 
Pyr. " Not Shafalus to Proems was so true.** 
This. " As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.*' 
Pyr. *' O, kiss me through the hole of this vile 

wall.'* 
This. '^M.kiss the wall's hole, -not your lips at ^" 
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JPyr, '^ Wiliiliou at Ninny's lomb meettme straight- 
way ?" 

This. '* Tide life, tide death, I come without delay." 

Wall. *^Thus have I, wall, my part discharged soj 
''And, being done, thus wall away doth go." 

[Exeunt Wall, Pyramus^ and Thisbe. 

The. Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Dem, No remedy, my lord^ when walls are so 
wilful to hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : and 
the worst are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not 
theirs. 

The. If we imagine no worse of them, than they 
of themselves, they may pass for exceUent men. 
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

!Eaiter Lion and Moonshine. 

lAm. '' You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do 

fear 
'' The smallest monstrous mouse ihat creeps on 
floor, 
'' May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here. 
When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
Then know, that I, one Snug the joiner, am 
'' A lion feU, nor else no lion's dam : 
*' For if I should as lion come in strife 
^' Into this place, 'twere pity on my life." 

The. .A very gentle beast and of a good con* 
4icience. 
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Dem. The yciy best at a bca9t> m^ lord, tibat e'er 
I saw. 

lA/i. This lion is a very (o% for his valour. 

The. True; and a goose for his « discretion. 

Dem. Not so^ my lord : for his vakmr cannot cany 
his discretion > and the fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his 
valour ) for the goose carries not the fox. It is 
well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen ta 
the moon. 

Moon. '^ TWs lantern doth the homed moon pre- 
sent:" 

De7n^ He should have worn the horns on his head.. 

The, He is no crescent^ and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon. '^ This lantern doth the horned moon pre- 
sent; 
** Myself the man i'the'moon do seem to be." 

The, This is the greatest error of all the rest : the 
man should be put into the lantern : How is it else 
the man i'the moon f 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle : for^ 
you see, it is already in snuff.^ 

Hip. I am aweary of this moon: Would, he would 
change ! 

The. It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

Moon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you, that 
the lantern is the moon 5 I, the man in the moon f 

^ Ja anger j a quibble.- 
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this thorn-bash, tny thorn-bush; and Hub dog, my 
dog. 

Dem, Why, all thes^ should be in the lantern ^ 
for they are in the moon. But^ sUence; here comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. ^^ This isdd Ninny's lorob: Where is my 

love? 
Lien. '' Oh—." 

[The Lion roars, — ^Tuisbe rmis offl 
Dem. Well roaied, lion. 
The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, moon.— Truly, the moon shines 
wth a good grace. 

The. Well moused, lion. 

{The Lion tears Thjsbe's mantle^ and exit^ 
Dem. And so comes Pyramus. 
Lr/s^ And then the moon vanishes. 

Enter Pyramus, 

Pt/r.. '*' Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny 

beams; 
^' I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright,' 
^' For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams^ 
" 1 trust to taste of truest Thisby'3 sight. 

*' But stay ; — O spite ! 

" But mark ; — Poor knight, 
*' What dreadful dole is herei 

^' Eyes, do you see ? 

*' How can it be ? 
*^ O dainty duck! O dear J 
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^' TRy mantle good^ 
" What, stain'd with blood ? 
'* Approach, ye furies fell T 
'* O fates ! come, come j 
'' Cnt thread and thram j -♦ 
*^ Quail, crush, conclude, and. quell!* 
The. This passion^ and. the death of a dear friend^ 
'vrould go near to mate a man look sad. 

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
^yr^ ** O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions 

frame ? 
*' Since lion vile hath here defloufd'my dear : 
'* Which is — no, no— which was the fairest dame, 
'"^ That liv'd, that lov*d, that lik'd, that look'd with, 
cheer.^ 
'* Come, tears, confound ; 
*^ Out, sword, and wound! 
The pap of Pyramus : 
Ay, that left pap. 
Where heart doth hop r 
*^ Thus die I, thus, thus, thus^.. 
^'^ Now am I dead, 
'' Now am I fled ; 
My soul is in the sky : 

Tongue, lose thy light !' 
Moon, take thy flight ! 
*^ Now die, die, die, die, die. 

[Dies, — Exit Moonshine. 
Bern. No die, but an ace, for him; for he is but 
one. 

♦ Ciwrsc yarn. 
5 Destroy. 6 Countenance. 
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Lys. Less than an ace^ man -, for he is d^ad ; he 
is nothing. 

The. With the help of a surgeoni he might yet're- 
cover, and prove an- ass. 

Hip. How chance moonshine is gone^ before Thisbe 
comes back and finds her lover I 

The. She will find him by star-Hghl; — ^H^re she 
comes 3 and her passion ends the play.. 

Enter Thisbe. 

Hip. Methinks> she should not use a long one^ 
ibr suclFa Pyramus : I hope, she will be brief. 

Dem, A mote wilh turn the balance, which I^* 
ramus, which'Thisbe, is the better. 

Ia/13. She hath spied him already with those sweet 
eyes. 

Dem, And thus she moans, videlicet. ^ 

This. *' Asleep, my love ?- 

'^ What, dead, my dove? 
** Pyramus, arise, 

'^ Speak, speak. Quite dumb }' 

** Dead, dead? A tomb 
*'• Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

" These lily brows,, 

** This cherry nose, 
** These yellow cowslip cheeksy 

'* Are gone, are gone : 

*' Lovers> make moan ! 
** His eyes were green as leeks. 

*' O sisters three, 

*^ Come, come, to me, 
^* With hands as pale as mil^ 3 
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^' Lay them in gore, 
*' Since you have shore 

'' With shears his thread of silk. 
Tongue, not a word :— 
Come, tru&ty sword i 

*' Gome, blade, n^ breast imbrue : 
'' And fareweH, friends j— 
'' Thus Thisby ends : 

•*' Adieu, adieu, adieu." [Die*. 

T'he, Moonshine, and lion are left to bury the dead. 

Dem, Ay, and wall too. 

Bot, No, I assure you; the wall is down that 
parted their fathers. WiU it please you to see the 
epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance, between 
two of our conapany ? 

The, No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs 
no excuse. Never excuse; for when the players are 
all dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if 
he that writ it, had play'd Pyramus, and hanged him- 
self in Thisbe's garter, it would have been a fine 
tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and \^ry notably dis- 
charged. But come, your Bergomask : let your epi- 
logue alone. [Here a dance of Clowns. 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve : — 
Lovers, to bed ^ 'tis almost fairy time. 
I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn. 
As much as we this night have overwatched. 
This palpable-gross play hath well beguiled 
The heavy gait '^ of night. — Sweet friends^ to bed.-^ 
JV fortnight hold we this solemnity. 
In nightly revels, and new jollity. {Exevnf, 

'' Progress. 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Puck. 

Pnck. Now the hungry lion roars> 

And the wolf beliowls the moon j 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores. 

All with weary task fordone.* 
Now the wasted brands do glow. 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud^ 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe^ 

In remembrance of a shroud. , 

Now it is the time of night. 

That the graves, all gaping wide. 
Every one lets forth his sprite. 

In the church*way paths to glide : 
And we fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecat's team. 
From the presence of die sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolick i not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow'd house : 
I am sent, with broom, before. 
To sweep the dust behind the door* 

Enter Oberoit and Titania, with their Train. 

Obe, Through this house give glimmering lights 

By the dead and drowsy fire : 
Every elf, and fairy sprite. 

Hop as light as bird from brier i 

* Overcome. 
VOL. II. X 
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And this ditty, after me. 
Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

Tita. First, rehearse this song by rote : 
To each word a warbling note. 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace. 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 

SONG, AND DANCE. 
Obe. Now, until the break of day. 
Through this house each fsdly stray. 
To the best bride-bed will we. 
Which by us shall blessed be ; 
And the issue, there create. 
Ever shall be fortunate. 
So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be : 
And the blots of nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand; 
Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar. 
Nor mark prodigious,^ such as are 
Despised in nativity. 
Shall upon their children be.— 
With this field-dew consecrate. 
Every fairy take his gait j ■ . 
And each several chamber bless. 
Through this palace with sweet peace : 
E'er shall it in safety rest. 
And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away j 

Make no stay^ 
Meet me all by break of day. 

lExeunt Ofi£aoN> Titakia^ and Train. 

9 Portenteusr * Way. 
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Puck. If we shadows have offended^ 

Think but this, (and all is mended^) 

That you have hut slumber* d here. 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme. 

No mo7'e yielding but a dream. 

Gentles, do not reprehend; 

If you pardon, we will mend^ 

And, as I*m an honest Puck, 

Jfwe have unearned luck 

Now to *scape the serpent* s tongue. 

We will make amends, ere long : 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we befriends. 

And Robin shall restore amends. [Ejdt 

Wild and fantastical as this play is, all the parts in their 
Various modes are well wrkten, and give the kind of plea- 
sure which the author designed. Fairies in his time were 
much in fashion ; common tradition had made them ijimiliar, 
and Spencer's poem had made them great. Johniok. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE J. Navarre. A Park, with a Palace in it. 
Enter the King, Biron^ Longaville, and 

DUMAIN. 

King, 
Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives. 
Live registered upon our brazen tombs. 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time. 
The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe's keen edge. 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors ! — for so you are. 
That war against your own affections. 
And the huge army of the world's desires,— 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world j 
Our court shall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me. 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes. 
That arc recorded in this schedule here : 
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Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names; 
That his own hand may strike his honour down. 
That violates the smallest branch hermn : 
If you are arra'd to do, as sworn to do. 
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 

Long. I am resolv*d : 'tis but a three years' fast; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat paunches have lean pates -, and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grosser manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 
With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron, I can but say their protestation over. 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn. 
That is. To live and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances : 
As, not to see a woman in that term ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
And, one day in a week to touch no food ; 
And but one meal on every day beside; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night. 
And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 
(When I was wont to think no^harm all night. 
And make a dark night too of half the day;) 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ; - 
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 

King, Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these, 

Biron, JLet me say no, my liege, an if you please; 
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I only swore, to study with your grace. 

And stay here in your court for three years' space. 

Lang. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 

Biron, By yea and nay, sir, then 1 swore in jest.— 
What is the end of study ? let me know. 

Kifig, Why, that to know, which else we should 
not know. 

Biro)i, Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from 
common sense? 

King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense, 

Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so. 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
As thus-r— To study where 1 well may dine, 

Wiien I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, . 

When mistresses from common sense are hid: 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath. 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study's gain be thus, and tliis be so, *> 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know ; > 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. J 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite. 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron, Why, all delights are vain } butthat most vain. 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book. 

To seek the light of truth j while truth the while 
poth falsely* blind the eyesight of his look: 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile: 
Bo, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyea,. 

* Dishonestly, treacherously! 
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Study me how to please the eye indeed. 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye j 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed. 
And give him light that was it blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun. 

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks j 
Small have continual plodders ever won. 

Save base authority from others* books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights^ 

That give a name to every fixed star. 
Have no more profit of their shining nights. 

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

King. How well he's read, to reason against 

reading ! 
Dum, Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding! 
Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the 

weeding. 
Binm. The spring is near, when green geese are a 

breeding. 
Dum, How follows that ? 

Biron, Fit in his place ar\d time. 

Dum. In reason nothing. 

Biron. Something then in rhyme. 

Long. Biron is like an envious sneaping* frost, 
^ That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 
Biron. Well, say I am 5 why should proud summer 
boast. 
Before the birds have any cause to sing ? 
Why should 1 joy in an abortive birth ? 

* Nipping* 
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At Christmas I no more desire a rose 

Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows 

But like of each things that in season grows. 

So you, to study now it is too late. 

Climb o'er the house to unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, sit you out: go home, Biron^ adieu! 

Biron. No, my good lord '3 I have sworn to stay 
with you : 
And> though I have for barbarism spoke moije. 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say> 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore. 

And bide the penance of each three years' day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same; 
And to the strict' st decrees I'll write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee from 
shame ! 

Biron, [Readsi] Item, That no woman shall come 
fvithin a mile of my court, ^-^ 
And hath this been proclaim'd ? 

Lmg. Four days ago. 

Biron, Let's see the penalty. 
[Rearf«,]-.-0« pain of losing her tongue,'^ 

Who devis'd this ? 

Long, Marry, that did I. 

Biron, Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long, To fright them hence with that dread penalty, 

Biron, A dangerous law against gentility. 

[Reads,'] Item, If any man he seen to talk with 
a woman within the term of three years, he shall endure 
such publick shame as the rest of the court can possibly 
fievise,^^ 

9 Gamesy sports. 
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This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French King's daughter, with yourself to speak,— 

A maid of grace, and complete majesty,-— 
About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is made in vain. 

Or vainly comes the admired princess liither. 
King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite 

forgot. 
Biron, So study evermore is overshot; 
While it doth study to have what it would^ 
It doth forget to do the thing it should : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
*Tis won, as towns with fire; so won, so lost. 

King, We must, of force, dispense with this decree; 
She must lie* here on mere necessity. 

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three yean* 
space: 
For every man with his afifects is bom ; 

Not by might mastered, but by special grace: 
If I break faith, this word shall speak for me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity.— 
So to the laws at large I write my name : 

[Svbscribes* 
And he, that breaks them in the least degree. 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 

Suggestions ^ are to others, as to me; 
But, I believe, although I seem so loth, 
I am the last that will last keep his oath. 

4 Reside* s Temptations. 
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But is there no quick ^ recreation granted ? 

King. Ay, that there is : our courts you know, it 
haunted 
Widi a refined traveller of Spain ; 
A. man in all the world's new fashion planted. 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ', 
A man of complements, whom right and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight,** 

For interim to our studies, shall relate. 
In high-bom word§, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I $ 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie. 
And I will use him for my minstrdsy« 

Biron, Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 
Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our 
sporty 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull, xvith a letter, and Costard. 

Dull. Whicii is the duke's own person ? 

Biron. This, fellow j What would'st ? 

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for I am 
bis grace's tharborough :^ but I would see his own 
person in fiesh and blood. 

Biron, Tliis is he. 

* Lively, spriteljr, 7 Called. 

^ /. t. third- borough, a peace-officer. 
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Dull. Signior Arme — Arme — commends you. 
There's villainy abroad ; this letter will tell you more. 
Cost, Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 
King, A letter from the magnificent Armado. 
Biran, How low soever the matter^ 1 hope in God 
for high words. 

Lang. A high hope for a low having : God grant 
us patience ! 

Biroti, To hear ? or forbear hearing? 
Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to lai^h mode* 
rately ; or to forbear both. 

Biron, Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us 
cause to climb in the merriness. 

Cost, The matter is to me, sir, as concerning 
Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken with 
the manner .9 

Biron, In what manner ? 

Cost. In manner and form following, sif ; all those 
three: I was seen with her in the manor house, 
fitting with her upon the form^ and taken following 
her into the park j which, put together, is, in manner 
and form following. Now, sir, for the manner,— it 
is the manner of a man to speak to a woman : for 
the form, — in some form. 

Biron. For the following, sir ? 
Cost, As it shall follow in my correction 5 And 
God defend the right ! 
King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 
Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 
Cost. Such is the simplicity of man tg hearken 
after the^esh. 

9 In the fact. 
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King. [Reads.'] Great deputy^ tlie welkin's 'vice" 
gerent, and sole dominator qf Navarre, my soul's earth* i 
Gody and body^s Jbstering patron y-^^ 

Cost, Not a word of Costard yet. 

King. So it is, — 

Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he is, in 
telling true, but so, so. 

King. Peace. 

Cost. — ^be to me, and every man that dares not 
fight ! 

King. No words. 

Cost, -—of other men's secrets, I beseech you* 

King. So it is, besieged with sable-coloured melan^ 
tholy, I did commend the black-oppressing hum&ur t^ 
the most wholesome physick of thy health-giving uirg 
tmd, as I am a gentleman, betook myself to walk. The 
time when? About the sixth hour; when beasts most 
graze, birds best peck, and men sit down to thai 
nourishment which is called supper. So much for the 
time what: Now for the ground which; which, I meem, 
I walked upon : it is ycleped thy park. Then for tkt 
place where ; where, I mean, I did encounter that ob^ 
scene and most preposterous event, that drawethfrom 
my snow-white pen the ebon-coloured ink, which hare 
thou viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or seest: But t9 
the place, where, — It standeth north-north-east mtd 
by east from the west corner of thy cutious-knotted 
garden : There did I see that low-spirited swain, that 
base ndnnaw of thy mirth. 

Cost. Me. 

King, '^that unletter*d small-knowing soul. 

Cost, Me* 
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King, -^-ikat shallow tassal. 

Cost, Still me. 

King. — "xhiclif as I remember, hight Costard, 

Cost, O me ! 

King. — sorted and consorted, contrary to thy esta* 
hUshed proclaimed edict and continent canon, withn^ 
withy — xvith — but ivith this I passion to say •where" 
xvith. 

Cost, With a wench. 

King. — with a child of our grandmother Eve, n 
female; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a wO' 
man. Him I (as my ever-esteemed duty pricks me 
on J have sent to thee, to receive the meed of punish* 
ment, by thy sn^eet grace^s officer, AntOny Dull; a man 
if good repute, carriage, bearing, and estimation. 

Dull. Me^ an't shall please you ; I am Antony Dull. 
. King. For Jaqueneita, (so is the weaJcer vessel 
caHed, which I apprehended with {he aforesaid spai»,J 
I keep her as a vessel of thy law* s fury ; and shall, at 
the least of thy sxveet notice, bring her to trial. Thine, 
m all compliments qf devoted and heart-burning heat ^ 
duty, Don Adriano d£ Armado. 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the 
best that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. But^- sirrah^ 
what say you to this ? 

Cost, Sir, I confess the wench. 

Ki^ig, Did you hear the proclamati<Hi ? 

Cost, I do confess much of Che hearing it^ but 
little of the marking of it. 

King, It was proclainoed a yijear's iisprisoiuiient, 
to be taken with a wench. 
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Cost. I was taken witK none, sir, I was taken 
with a damosel. 

King, Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cost, This was no damosel neither, sir 5 she was z 
virgin. 

King, It is so varied too 5 for it was proclaimed, 
virgin. 

Cost, If it were, I deny her virginity 3 I was taken 
with a maid. 

King^ This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost. This niaid will serve my turn, sir. 

King, Sir, I will pronounce your sentence 3 You 
shall fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost, I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge. 

King, And Don Armado shall be your keeper.—^ 
My lord Biron see him deliver'd o*er.— 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn.—- 
\fixeunt King, Longaville, and Dumaik. 

Biron, 111 lay my head to any good man's hat, • 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.—-* 
Sirrah, come on^ 

Cost, I suffer for the truth> sir : for true it is, I 
was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a. true 
girl 3 and therefore. Welcome the sour cup of pro* 
sperity ! Affliction may one day smile again, and till 
then. Sit thee down, sorrow ! [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

Another part.(^ the same. Armado*8 House. 

Enter Arm a do and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it> when a man of great 
spirit grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great sign^ sir^ that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why^ sadness is one and the self-same things 
dear imp. 

Moth. No, no; Olord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan- 
choly, my tender juvenal?* 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, 
my tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior? 

Moth. Why, tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal > 

Arm. If spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaing to thy young days^ which we 
X may nominate tender. 

Moth» And I, tough senior, as an apperdnent title 
to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and dpt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir ? I pretty, and my ssy* 
mg apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because little: Wherefore apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master ? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

^ Young man. 
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Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm, What ? that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say^ thou art quick in answers : Thou 
heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answered^ sir. 

Arm, I love not to be crossed* 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary^ crosses' IdVe 
not him. [Aside. 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with the 
duke. 

Moth. You may do it in ah hour^ sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Arm. I am ill at reckonings it fitteth the spirit of a 
tapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman^ and a gamester^ sir. 

Arm, I confess both 5- they are both the varnish of 
a complete ^inan. 

Moth. Theuy I am sure^* you know how much the 
gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call^ three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir^ is this such a piece of sttidy? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink: 
and how easy it is to put years to the word three, and 
study three years in two words, the dancing horse 
will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 

* The name of a coin once current. 
Y 2 



312 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Act /. 

Moth, To prove you a cypher. [Aside. 

Arm, I will hereupon confess^ I am in love : and, 
as it is base for a soldier to love^ so am I in love with 
a base wench. If drawing my sword against the 
humour of affection would deliver me from the re- 
probate thought of it, I would take desire prisoner, 
and ransom him to any French courtier for a new 
devised courtesy. I think scorn to sigh; methinks, 
I should out-swear Cupid. Comfort me, boy : What 
great men have been in love } 

Moth. Hercules, master. 

Arm, Most sweet Hercules ! — ^More authority, 
dear boy, name more 5 and, sweet my child^ let them 
be men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. Sampson, master : he was a man of good 
carriage, great carriage 3 for he carried the town- 
gates on his back, like a porter : and he was in love. 

Arm. O well-knit Sampson! strong-jointed Samp- 
son ! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou 
didst me in carrying gates. I ana in love too, — ^Who 
was Sampson's love, my dear Moth ? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two 3 or 
one of the four. 

Aim. Tell me precisely of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm. la that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir 3 and the best of them 

too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers : but 
to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampson had 



\ 
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small reason for it. He, surely, affected her for her 
wit. 

Moth, It was so, sir 5 for she had a green wit. 
Arm* My love is most immaculate white and red. 
Moth. Most maculate thoughts^ master, are masked 
under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 
Moth, My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
assist me ! 

A)7n. Sweet invocation of a child 3 most pretty> 
and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red. 
Her faults will ne'er be known 5 
For l^ushing cheeks by faults are bred. 

And fears by pale-white shown : 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame. 

By this you shall not know 5 
For still her cheeks possess the same. 
Which native she doth owe.' 
A dangerous rhymq, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar ? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad 
some three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not to 
be founds or, if it were, it would neither serve for 
the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. 1 will have the subject newly writ o'er, that 
I may example my digression^ by some mighty de- 
cedent. Boy, 1 do love that country girl, that I took 

3 Of which she is naturally possessed. 
4 Transgression. 
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in the park with the rational hind Costard ; the de- 
serves well. 

Moth, To be whipped ; and yet a better love than 
my master. lAside. 

Arm. Sing, boy 5 my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that's great marvel^ loving a light 
wench. . 

Arm, I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

Didl. Sir, the duke*s pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe : and you must let him take no delight, 
nor no penance -, but a* must fast three days a-week : 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park ^ she is 
allowed for tl^e day-woman.* Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushi|ig.-->|tfaid, 

Jaq. Man, 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq, That's hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

I 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 
Arm. I will tell thee wonders'* 
Jaq. With that face ? 
Arm. I love thee. 
Jaq. So I heard you say. 
Arm, And so farewell. 
Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 
Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

lExevnt Dull and Jaquenetta. 

5 Dairj-womaiu 
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Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy ofienoes^ ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
it on a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 
- Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows, 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave; away. 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir j I will fast, being 

loose. 
Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: thoo 

shalt to prison. 

Cost, Well, if ever I do see the merry days of de- 
solation that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see ? 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in 
their words; and, therefore, I will say nothing: I 
thank God, I have as little patience as another man 5 
and, therefore I can be quiet. 

\Exeunt Moth and Costard. 

Arm. I do affect^ the very ground, which is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, 
(which is a great argument of falshood,) if I love : 
And how can that be true love, which is falsely at- 
tempted ? Love is a familiar; love is a devil : there 
is no evil angel but love. Yet Sampson was so 
tempted : and he had an excellent strength : yet was 
Solomon so seduced ; and he had a very good wit. 

• Love. 
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Cupid's butt-shaft' is too hard for Hercules* clnb, 
and therefore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. 
The first and second cause will not serve my turn j 
the passado he respects not^ the duello he regards 
not : his disgrace is to be called boy ; but his glory 
is, to subdue men. Adieu, valpur! rust, rapier! be 
still, drum! for your manager is in lovej yea, he 
loveth. Assist me some extemporal god a£ rhyme, 
for, I am sure, I shall turn sonneteer. Devise wit -, 
write pen 3 for I am for whole volumes in folio. 

[JExtti 

ACT II. 

SCENE J. Another part of the same. A PaviUon 

and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess of France, Rosalins^ Maria, 
Katharine, Botet, Lords, and other Attend'^ 
ants. 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest* 
spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends j 
To whom he sends -, and what's his embassy : 
Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem j 
To pai-ley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe. 
Matchless Navarre 3 the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain } a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace. 
As nature was in making graces dear. 
When she did starve the general world beside^ 

7 Anew to shoot at bi^tts with. * Best. 
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And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
mean^ 

f 

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues : 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth. 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 
But now to task the tasker, — Grood Boyet, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow^ 
Till painful study shall out-wear three years. 
No woman may approach his silent court : 
Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course. 
Before we enter his forbidden gates. 
To know his pleasure -, and in that behalf. 
Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor : 
Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 
On serious business, craving quick despatch. 
Importunes personal conference with his grace* 
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend. 
Like humbly-visag*d suitors, his high will. 

Boy. Proud of employment, willingly I go. lExit, 

Prin. Ail pride i^ willing pride, and yours is so.<-«" 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prin. Know you the man? 

Mar, I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast^^ 
Between lord F^rigort and the beauteous heir 
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Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized. 

In Normandy saw I Ais Longaville : 

A nian of sovereign parts he is esteemed; 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 

The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss, 

(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,) 

Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will 5 

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 

It should none spare that come within his power. 

Trin, Some merry mocking lord, belike 3 is'tso? 

Mar. They say so most, that most his humours 
know. 

Frin. Such short-liv'd wit» do wither as they grow. 
Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd 
youth. 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
Most power to do most harm,, least knowing ill; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good> 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I saw him at- the duke Alen9on's once 5 
And much too little of that good I saw. 
Is my report, to his great worthiness. 

Ros, Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth, 
Biron they call him; but a merrier man. 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour's talk withal i 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every object that the one doth catch. 
The other ttims to a mirth^moving jest j 
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Which his fair tongue (conceits expositor^) 
Delivers in such apt and griacious words^ 
That aged ears play truant at his tales^ 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin, God bless my ladi^ ! are they all in love; 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise } 

Mar. Here comes Boyet^ 

Re-enter Boyet, 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord } 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approadi i 
And he, and his competitors^ in oath, 
Wei;e all address'd* to meet you, gentle lady. 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt. 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,) 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath. 
To let you enter his unpeopled house. 
Here comes Navarre. [The Ladks^nmskm 

Enter KiTsOj Longaville, Dumain, Biron, oihI 

Attendant^. 

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and, welcome 
I have not yet : the roof of this court is too high td 
be yours } and welcome to the wild fields too base to 
be mine. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam^ to my court 

9 Confederates. > Prepared. 
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Prin, I will be welcome then 5 conduct me thither. 

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 

Prin. Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be forsworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 

Prin. Why, will shall break it 5 will, and nothing 
else. 

Kifig, Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise. 
Where* now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
I hear, your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping: 
'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord^ 
And sin to break it : 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold -, 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming. 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [Gives a pt^r. 

King, Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away 5 
For you'll prove peijur'd, if you make me stay. 

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Biron, I know, you did. 

Ros. How needless was it thea 

To ask the question ! 

Biron. You must not be so quick. 

^ Ros. 'Tis 'long of you that spur me with such 
questions. • 

Bitvn. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 'twill 
tire. 

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire, 

Biron. What time o* day ? 

* Whereai. 
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^os. The hour that fools should ask. 

Biron. Now fair befall jour mask ! 

Ros, Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron. And send you many lovers ! 

Ros, Aioen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King, Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns -, 
Being but the one half of an entire sum. 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 
Received that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more 3 in surety of the which. 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, . 
Although not valued to the money's worth. 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that GaQ half which is unsatisfied^ 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 
But that, it seems, he little purposeth. 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns 5 and not denunds. 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns. 
To have his title live in Aquitain ; 
Which we much rather had depart' withal. 
And have the money by our father lent. 
Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 
Dear princess, were not his requests so far 
From reason's yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast^ 
And go well satisfied to France again. 

3 Part. 
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Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong/ 
And wrong the reputation of your name> 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King, I do protest, I never heard of it 3 
And, if you prove it. 111 repay it back^ 
Or peld up Aquitain. 

Frin. -We arrest your word :— ^ 

Boyet; you can produce acquittances. 
For such a siun, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet, So please your grace, the packet is not 
come. 
Where that and other specialties are bound; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King, It shall suffice me : at which interviewy 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 
Mean time, receive such welcome at nrjr hand/ 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness i 
You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 
But here without you shall be so receiv*d. 
As you shaU deem yourself lodg*d in my heart. 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin, Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
grace! 

King, Thy own wish wish I thee in every place I 

lExeunt King and hu Train, 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 
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Ros, 'Pray you^ do my^commendations} I would be 
glad to see it. 

Biron, I would^ you heard it groan. 

Ros. Is the fool sick ? 

Biron. Sick at heart. 

Ros. Alack^ let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Ros. My physick says^ I.^ 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ? 

Ros. No poynt,^ with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life ! 

Ros. And yours from long living ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [Retiring^ 

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : What lady is that 

same? 
Boyet. The heir of Alen9on, Rosaline her name. 
Dum. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well. 

lExit. 
Long. I beseech you a word; What is she in the 

white ? , 
Boyet. A woman sometimes, an 3rou saw her in 

the light. 
Long. Perchance, light in the light : I desire her 

name. 
Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire that, 

were a shame. 
Long. Vtdy you, sir, whose daughter ? 
Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 
Long. God's blessing on your beard! 
Boyet. Good sir, be not offended : 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

4 Aye, yes. ' A Fiench particle of negation, 
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Long, Nay^ my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 
Boyet. Notuolike, sir^ that may be. 

[Exit. Long. 
Biron, What's her name^ in the cap ? 
Boyet. Katharine^ by good hap. 
Biroii. Is she wedded, or no ? 
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 
Biron, You are welcome, sir 3 adieu ! 
Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you« 

[Exit BiROK.— Locbef unmask. 
Max. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord^ 
}^ot a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word* 

. Frin. It was well done of you to take him at his 
word. 
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to 

board. 
Mar. Two hot sheeps, max^ry ! 
Boyet. And wherjefore not ships ? 

No sheep^ sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips* 
Mar. You sheep, and I pasture 5 Shall that finish 

the jest ? 
Boytt, So you grant pasture for me. 

[Offering to kiss Itcrt 
Mar. Not so, gentle beast,* 

My lips are no common^ though several^ they be. 
Boyet. Belonging to whom ? 
Mar. To my fortuises and me* 

Frin, Good wits will be jangling: but, geutles/ 
agree : 

* 

^ A quibble, several signified uninclu^ Unds. 
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The civil war of wits were much better used 

On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused. 

Boyet, If my observation^ (which very seldom lies,) 
By the heart's still rhetorick^ disclosed with eyes^ 
Deceive me ndt now^ Nkvarre is infected. 

Fnn. With what? , 

Bayet. With that which we lovers entitle^ affected. 

Frin. Your reason ? 

Boyet. Why^ all his behaviours did make their 
retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 
His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed^ 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see. 
Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be 3 
All senses to that sense did make their repair^ 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 
Methought, all his senses were lock*d in his eye. 
As jewels in chrystal for some prince to buy 5 
Who, tendering their own worth, from where they 

were glass'd. 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd. 
His face's own margent did quote such amazes. 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 
I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his. 
An you give him for my sake but one loving Idss. 

Pm. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos'd-** 

Boyet, But to speak that in words, which his ey^ 
hath disclos'd : 
I only have made a mouth of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

VOL. II. . Z 
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Ros. Thou art an old love-monger^ and sp^k*it 

' skHfiiUy, 
Mar. He is Cupid's grand&tberj and learns news 

of him. 
Ros. Then was Venus like ber moth^; for her 

father is but grim. 
Boi/ei. Do 3^u bear my mad wenches } 
Mar. No. 

Boyet. What then^ do you ice ? 

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone. 
So^et. Yoa are too bard for me. 

ACT in. 

SCENE J. Another part qf ike wm. 

Enter Arm*ado and Moth. 

Arm» Warble^ child > make passionate my sense 
of bearing. 

Moth. Concoline l ^Singing, 

Arm. Sweet air !— *Go> tenderness of years ^ take 
' this keif, give enlargement to the swain, bring him 
festinately "^ hither ; I must employ him in a letter te 
my love. 

Motk. Master, wQl you win your iova with A 
French brawl ?^ 
• Arm. How mean*st thou? brawling in French? 

Moth. No, my complete master : but; to jig off 
a tune at the tongue's end^ canny^ to it with your 

7 Hastily. ' A kind of dance. 
9 Canary was the name of a spritely dance* 



Scene I, tOVE'S LABOUR'S l/DST. SiT 

t 

feet^ humour it with turning up your eye-lidg \ sigh 
a note^ and sing a note 3 sometime through the throaty 
as if you swallowed love with singing lovei sometime 
through the nose^ as if you snuf!ed up lore by smell- 
ing love; with your hat penthouse-like> o*er the sho]^ 
of your eyes 5 with your arms crossed on your thin 
belly-doublet^ like a rabbit on a spit 5 or your hands 
in your pockety like a man after the old painting \ 
and keep not too long in one tune^ but a snip and 
away : These are complements^ these are humours ; 
these betray nice wenches— 4hat would be betrayed 
without these 5 and make them men of note^ (do you 
note^ men ?) that most are affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But O,— but O,— 

Moth, —the hobby-horse is forgot. , 

Arm. Callest thou my love> hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master 5 the hobby-horse is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you 
forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost 1 had. 

Moth. Negligent student! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three I 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth. A man, if I live 3 and this, by, in, and 
without, upon the instant : By heart you love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her: in heart 
you love her, because your heart is in love with her) 

z2 
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and out of heart you love her^ being out of heart that 
you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 
nothing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain} he mivt carry me a 
letter. 

• Moth, A message well sympathised ; a horse to be 
embassador for an ass ! 

Arm. lAa, ha ! what sayest thou ? 
. Moth. Maxry, sir^ you must send the ass upon the 
horse^ for he is very slow-gmted : But I go. 

Arm. The way is but short j away. 

Moth. As swift as lead^ sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Minimi, honest master 5 or rather^ master, 
no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift,' sir, to say so : 

Is that lead slow which is iir'd from a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetorick ! 
He reputes me a cannon; and the buUety that*s 

he:— 
I shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth. Thump then, and I flee. 

[£«Y. 

Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of 
grace ! 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy 
face: 

> Qmck, ready. 
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Most rude melancholy^ valour gives thee place. 
My herald is retum'd. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 
Moth. A wonder, masterj here's a Costard * broken 

in a shin. 
Arm, Some enigma, some riddle: come, — ^tby 

Vervcoy ;' — ^begin. 
Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Vervooy ; no salve in 
the mail, sir : O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain 5 no 
Vervooy, no Venvoy, no salve^ sir, but a plantain ! 

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter j thy silly 
thought, my spleen 5 the heaving of my lungs pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous smiling : O^ pardon me, my 
stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for V envoy, 
and the word, Venvoy, for a salve ? 

Moth. Do the wise think them o&er? is not 
f envoy a salve ? 
Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse^ to 
make plain 
Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 
I will example it : 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee^ 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral: Now the V envoy. 

Moth. I will add the V envoy : Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee^ 

Were still at odds, being but three: 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door^ 

And stayed the odds by adding four. 

^ A head. l An old ]french teiin for concluding 

verses, wjiick served either to conYey the moral, or to addrei^ 
the poem to some person. 



230 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Act IIL 

Now will I h^n your moral, and do you ^fUlow 

with my Venvoyf 

The fox^ the ape, and the humble-bee, 
^Were still at odds, being but three : 
Arm, Until the goose came out of dooo 

Stajdng the odds by adding four. 
Moth, A good V envoy, ending ia the goose ; Would 
you desire more ? 
Cost* The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that's flat :-*p^ 
Sir, your penn3rworth is good, an your goose be &t— ^ 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunnipg as fast an4 

loose: 
Let me see a £it Vmmy; ay, that's a fiit goose. 
Armi Come hither, come hither: How did this 

argument begin ? 
Mothf By saying that a Costard yf$g broken in a 
shin. 
Then call'd you for the Vewooy. 
Cost, True, and I for a plantain; Thus came yodr 
argument in; 
Then the boy's fat renvoy, the goose that you bought; 
And he ended the market. 

Arm, But tell me; how was tbi^re a Costard broken 
in a shin ? 
MotL I will tell yovL sensibly. 
Cost, Thou hast no fieelipg of it. Moth ; I wil} 
speak that Veavoy : 

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within^ 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 
Arm, We will talk no more of this matter. 
Cost, Till there be more matter in the shin* 
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Arm. Sirrah Costard^ I will enfranchise thee* 

Cost. Os marry me to one Frances :-^I smell some 
T envoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at 
fiberty, enfreedoming thy person ; thou wert immured^ 
restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true ; and now you will be my purga-* 
tion, and let me loose. 

Arm. I giire thee thy liberty, set thee from durance; 
and, in iieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this : 
Bear this significant to the country maid Jaquenetta : 
there is remuneration; {Gmng him m(meyJ\ for the 
best ward of mine honour, is, rewarding my de- 
pendents. Moth, follow. [Exit. 

Moth. Like the sequel, I.-^ignior Costard, adieu. 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man*8 flesh! myincony^ 
Jew ! — \Esiit Moth. 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneradon! 
O, that*8 the Latin word for three fathings : three 
farthings— remuneration.— W^Aa^'* the price qf this 
inkle? a penny i^^No, Vll give you a remunerations 
why, it carries it. — Remuneration!— why, it is « 
fairer name than French crown. I will never bu]r 
and sell out of this word. 

Enter Biron. 

Biron. O, my good knave Costard f exceedingly 
well met. 

Cost. Fray you, sir, how much carnation ribboa 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration ? 

♦ DeHght^. 
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Cost, Marry, sir, half-penny £u:diing, 

Biran, O, why then, three-farthings-worth of silk. 

Cost. I thank your worship : God be with you { 

Biron. O, st2LY, slave ; I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost, When would you have it done^ sir ? 

Biroti, O, this afternoon. 

Cost, Well, I will do it, sir : Fare yqu well, 

Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is. 

Cost, I shall know, sir, wh^n I have done it. 

Biron, Why, villain, thou must know first. 
. Cost, I will come to your worship to-morrQW 
morning. 

Bironf It must be done this afternoon. Haik, 
slave, it is but this j — 
The princess comes to hunt here in the park. 
And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name h^ 

name, • 
And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 
^d to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal'drup counsel. There's t(iy guerdon ^^ go, 

\Gives flim money. 

Cost, Guerdon, — O sweet guerdon! better than 
remuneration; eleven-pence 'farthing better: Most 
8weet guerdon ! — I will do it, sir, in print. ^—Guerdon 
—remuneration. lExU, 

Biron. O! — And I, forsooth, in love! I, that havQ 
been love's whip 5 
A very beadle to a humorous sigh ^ 

s Reward. ^ With the utmost exactness. 
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A critickj nay, a night-watch constable; 

A domineering pedant o'er the hoy. 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 

This wimpled,'^ whining, pUrblind, wa3rward boy> 

This seaior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid j 

Regpnt of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms^ 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

Dread prince of plackets,* king of codpieces. 

Sole imperator, and great general 

Of trotting paritors,' — O my little heart! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 

What ? I ! I love ! I sue! I seek a wife ! 

A woman, that is like a German clock. 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame 5 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch*d that it may still go right ? 

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all j 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow. 

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes 5 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed. 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 

And 1 to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ! Gro to ; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan 5 

6ome men must love my lady, and some Joan. lExit^ 

7 Hooded, veiled. * Petticoats. 

IP The officers of the spiritual courts who secve citations* 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE Is Another part qf the same. 

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maeia, Katha- 
niNE, BoYET, Lords, Attendants, and a Forester, 

Frin, Was that the king, that spurr*d his horse so 
hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hiU? ^ 

Boi/et. I know not; but, I think, it was not he. 

Prin. Whoe*er he was, he show'd a xnounting 
nund. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch^ 
On Saturday we will return to France.— 
Then, forester, my fiiend, where is the bush. 
That we must stand and play the murderer in } 

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin, I thank my beauty, J am i^ that shoot. 
And thereupon thou speak*st, the fairest shoot. 

For, Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin, What, what ? first praise me, and again 
say, no? 
O short-liv'd pride ! Not feir ? alack £or woe I 

For, Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin, Nay, never paint me now; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true; 

IGivmg him money. 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 

Prin, Soo, see, my beauty will be sar'd by merit, 
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O heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair pndse.*** 

But Qome, the bow i — Now m^srcy goes to kill. 

And shooting well is then accounted ilL 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do'tj 

If wounding, then it was to shew my skilly 

That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kjjl. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes ; 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes j 

When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part. 

We bend to that the working of the heart : 

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Bat/et. Do not cmst wives bold that self-sovo* 
reignty 
Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be 
Jx>rd8 o*er their lords ? 

Prin, Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter Costard, 
Pfin. Here comes a member of the common'- 

wealth. 
Cost, God'dig-you-den' all! Pray you, which is 
the head lady ? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest 
that have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 
Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. 
Cost. The thickest, and the tallest! it is so; truth 
is truth. 

> God give you good even. 
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An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit^ 
One of these maids' girdles for your waist should 

be fit. , ' 

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest 
here* 

Trin, What's your will, sir ? what's jrour will ? 

Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one 
lady Rosaline. 

Frin. O, thy letter, thy letter 5 he's a good friend 
of mine : 
j5^d aside, good bearer. — ^Boyet, you can carve; 
Break up this capon.* 

Boyet, I am bound to serve.— 

This letter is nustook, it importeth none here | 
It is writ to Jaquenetta, 

Prin. We will read it, I swear : 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet, [Reads.] By heaven , that thou art /air, is 
most infallible; true, that thou art beauteous^ truth 
itself, that thou art lovely: More fairer than fair, 
beautiful than beauteous ; truer tJian truth itself, haoc 
commiseration on thy heroical vassal ! The magnani* 
mous and most illustrate^ king Q>phetua set eye upon 
the pernicious and indubitate beggar Zenelophon 5 and 
he it was that might lightly say, veni, vidi, vici; 
which to anatomize in the vulgar, (0 base and obscure 
xmlgar !) videlicet, he came, saw, and overcame : he 
came, one; saw, two; overcame, three. Who camef 
the king? Why did he come? to see; Why did he see? 
to overcome: To whom came he? to the beggar ; What 
saw he? the beggar; Who overcame he? tlte beggar: 

« Open this letter. 3 illustrious. 
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The conclusion is victory ; On whose side f the khig^s : ' 
the captive is enriched; On whose side? the beggar* s; 
The catastrophe is a nuptial; On whose side? the 
king'sf'^^no, on both in one, or one in both. I ant 
the king ; for so stands the comparison : thou the beg" 
gar; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command 
thy love ? I may : Shall I enforce thy love ? I could: 
Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What shalt thou 
exchange for rags? robes; For tittles, titles; For 
thyself, me. Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my 
lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart 
on thy every part. 

Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainst thee^ thou lamb^ that standest as his prey; 
Submissive fall his princely feet before^ 

And he from forage will incline to play : 
But if thou strive^ poor soul^ what art thou then ? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 
Frin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter ? 
What vane ? what weather-cock ? did you ever hear 
better? 
Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the 

style. 
Prin, Else your memory is bad, going o'er it 

erewhile.^ 
Boyet, This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
here in court ; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 

♦ Just now. 
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To the prince^ and hiB book-mates. 

PW». . Tboa, ffSAoWi aword^ 

Who gave thee this letter ? 
Cost. I tdd 70fu; my lord. 

Prin, To whom shouldst thou give it ? 
Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Frin. From which lord, to which lady ? 
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine/ 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline. 

Frin, Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come^ lords^ 
away. 
Here, sweet, put up this 5 'twill be thine another day. 

[Exit Princess and Train, 
Boyet. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor ? 
. Ros. Shall I teach you to know 1 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Bos. Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put off! 
Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns 5 but^ if thou 
marry. 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscariy. 
Fmely put on ! 
Bos. Well- then, I am the shooter. 
Boyet. And who is your deer ? 

Bos. If we choose by the horns, yourself: come 
near. 
Finely put on, indeed!-^ 
Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she 

strikes at the brow. 
Boyet. But she herself is hit lower: Have I hit her 

now ? . 
Bos. Shall I come upon thee with an old spying. 
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that was a man when king Pepin of France was a 
little bqy^ as touching the hit it ? 

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as ol^* that 
was a woman when queen Guinever of Britain waa 
a little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Bos. Thou const not hit it, hit it, hit it, [Singing. 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man* 
Bojet. An I cannot, cannot,' cannot. 
An I cannot, another com. 

lExetmt Bos. and Kath. 

Cost. By my troth> most {feasant ! how hoth did 

fit it! 
Mar. A mark marvellous wdl shot j for they both 

did hit it. 
Boyet. A mark! O^ mark but that mark} A mark, 

says my lady ! 
Let the mark have a prick in*t^ to mete at, if it 
may be. 
Mar. Wide o* the bow hand! I'faith your hand is 

out. 
Cost. Indeed, a* must shoot nearer^ or he*ll ne'e^ 

hit the clout. 
Boyet. An if my hand be out, then, belike your 

hand is in. 
Cost. Then will she get the upshot' by cleaving 

the pin. 
Mar. Come, cpme, you talk greasily, 'your lips 

grow foul. 
Cost. She's too hard for you at pricks, sir 3 chal- 
lenge her to bowl. 
Boyet. I fear too much rubbing j Good night, my 

good owl. lExcunt Boyet and Mi.RiA« 
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Cost, By my soul> a swain! a most simple clown! 
Lord^ lord! how the ladies and I have t>ut him 

down I 
O* my troths most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar 

wit! 
When It comes so smoothly ofi; so obscenely, as it 

were, so fit. 
Armatho o* the one side^ — O^ a most dainty man V 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan ! 
To see him kiss his hand! and how most sweetly a' 

will swear !— 
And his page o' t* other side, that handfiil of wit! 
Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit ! 
Sola, sola ! [Shouting within, 

[Exit CosTARp, rummg. 

SCENE n. 

The samcm 

En^er HoLOFERNEs, <Sir Nathaniel, mid Dull. 

Nath. Very reverent sport, truly ^ and done m the 
testimony of a good conscience. 

HoL The deer was, as you know, in ^angids,^' 
blood; ripe as a pomewater,* who now hangeth like 
a jewel in the ear of calo, — ^the sky, the welkin, the 
heaven; and anon falleth like a crab, on the face of 
terra, — the soil, the land, 'the earth. 

Nath. Truly, master Holofemes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least : But, sir, 
I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head, 

5 A species of apple. 
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Hoi. Sir Nathaniel^ kaud credo. 
Dvtt. 'Twas not a haud credo, 'twas a pricket. 
Hoi. Most barbarous intiipation! yet a kind of 
insinuationi as it were^ m via, in way^ of explication; 
facere, as it were> replication^ or^ rather^ ostentare, 
to show^ as it were^ his inclination^— ^afler his un<- 
dressed> unpolished^ uneducated^ unpruned^ untrain- 
ed^ or rather unlettered^ or^ ratherest^ unconfirmed 
fashion^-— to insert again my haud credo for a deer* 

DulL 1 said, the deer was not a haud credo; 'twas 
a pricket. 

Hoi. Twice sod simplicity, his coctusf^^ thou 
monster ignorance^ how deformed dost thou look! 

Nath. Sir^ he hath never fed of the dainties that 
^re bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, as it were; 
be hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not replenished ; 
he is only an animal^ only sensible in the duller parts; 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we 

thankful should be 
(■Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 

that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become ipe to be vain, indiscreet, 

or a fool. 
So, were there a patch ^ set on learnings to see hin^ 

in a school : 
But, onme bene, say I; being of an old father's mind, 
Mxtnif can brook the weather^ that love not the wind. 
Didl. You two are book-men: Can you tell by 
your wit, 
ViThat was a month old at Cain's birth^ that's not 
five weeks old as yet ? 

• A low fellow. 

VOL. II. A A 
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HoL Dict3mna^ good man Dull ; Dictyfina, good 
man Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictynna ? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe^ to Luna^ to the moon. 

Hoi. The nK)on was a month old^ when Adam w^s 
no more 5 
And raught^ not to five weeks^ ndien he came to 

fivescore. 
The allusion holds in the exchai^e^ 

DtUl. lis true indeed $ the ooHusion hcAds in the 
exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity! I say, the alhmni 
holds in the exchange. 

Dull, And I say the pollution hxAds in the ex* 
change 3 for the moon is never but a month <Mi 
and I say beside^ that 'twas a pricket that the prin* 
cess kill*d. 

HoL Sir Nathaniel^ will you hear an extemporalepi* 
taph on the death of the deer ? and^ to hiHnoor the igi)|o« 
rant, I have call'd the deer the princess kill*d, a pricket 

Nath. Perge, good mast^ Holofemes, perge ; «q 
it shall please you to ablate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something affect the letter 5 for it 
argues facility. 

The praisrful pnncess pierced and pricked a prettg 
pleasing pricket ; 

Some nay, a sore ; hut not a sore, tiU non> made 
sore xokh shooting. ' 
The dogs did yell; put I to sore, then sord jumps from 
thicket; 

Or picket, sore, or eisesorei; the people fatl a hooting. 

7 Kesichedf 
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ff sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores ; O 

sore L! 
Of <me sore I an hundred taake^ by addmg but one 
more L. 

Nath, A raxe talent ! 

DyU. If a talent be a daw^ look how be daws him 
with a talent. 

Sol. Tbkvs is a gift that I hare^ sin^^ map\t $ a 
foolish extravagant spirit^ full of foim^^ figorel^ 
shapes^ objects^ ideas^ . apprehensions^ iBOtien8> re- 
volutions : these are begot in the ventride of me-^ 
mofy, nourished in the wooib of fia mater; and 
delivered upon the mellowing of occasion: But the 
gifi; is good in those in whom it is acute, and I am 
thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir^ I praise the Lord for you; and so may 
my parishioners j for their sons are well tiitor*d by 
you^ and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you: you are a good member of the commonwealth. 

Hoi. Meherck, if their sons be ingenious, they 
«baU want xk> instruction: if their daughters be 
Capable, I will put it to them : But, w sopit, qui 
jpauca loquitur : a soul feminine saluteth us. 

Enter Jaqqenetja ancf Costard, 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master peri^on. 

Uol* Master person, — quasi pers-on. And if one 
should be pierced^ which is the one ? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest 
to a hogshead. 

ffol. Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of 

A A ^ 
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conceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flinty 
pearl enough for a swine : 'tis pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq, Grood master parson^ be so good as re^d me 
this letter -, it was given me by Costard, and sent me 
from Don Armatho : I beseech you, read it. 

Hoi. Fauste, precor gelidd quando pecus onrne sub 
umbrd 
Ruminat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! 
1 may speak of thee a» the traveller doth of Venice: 
Vinegia, Vinegia, 
. Cki non te vede, ei non te pregia. 

Old Mantuan! old Mantuan! Who onderstandeth 
thee not, !oves thee not.— t/if, re, sol, la, mi, faj^ 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents > or, radier, 
as Horace says in his— What, my soul, verses ? 
liath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 
HoL Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse; Le^r, 
domine, 
Nath, If love make me forsworn, how shall t 

swear to love ? ^ 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed I 
Thor^h to myself forsworn, to thee 111 faithful prove; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers 

bowed. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine 
eyes J 
Where all those pleasures live, that art would 
comprehend : 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 
suffice ; 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commend : 
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All ignorant that, sool^ that sees thee< without 
wonder 5 \ 
(Which is to me some praise^ that I thy parts 
admire;) 
Thy eye Jove*s lightning bears^ thy voice hU dread- 
ful thunder^ 
Which> not to anger bent^ is musick^ and sweet 
fire. 
Celestial^ as thou art> oh pardon^ love^ this wrongs 
Hiat sings heaven's praise with such an earthly 

tongue! 
Hoi. You find not the apostrophes^ and so miss 
the accent: let me .supervise the canzonet* Here- 
are only numbers ratified; but^ for the elegancy^ 
&cility^ and golden cadence of poesy, carets Ovidius 
Naso was the man: and why^ indeed, Nasof but for 
flmelling out. the odoiiferous flowers of fancy, the 
jerks of invention? Imtdri, is nothing: so doth the 
hoimd his master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse* 
his rider. But damosella virgin, was this diiected 
toybu? . 

Jaq. Ay, sir, firom one Monsieur Biron, one of 
the strange queen*s lords. 

' Hoi. I will overglance the superscript. To the 
snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosalme^ 
I will look again on the intellect of the letter, for the 
nomination of theparty writing to the person written 
unto: 

Yaw Ladyship^s in ail desired employment, Bi&on* 
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries with 
the king5 and here he hath firamed a letter to a 

> Hor^ adorned with ribbands* . 
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sequent of the ttnoger queen% whidi, accidendy^ 
or by the way of progression^ hath miscamed. — Trip 
and %Of my sweet; drixver this paper into tbe royal 
hand of the king ; it may concern much : Stay not 
thy com^iment 5 I forgive thy duty 1 adieu. 

Jaq. Good Costard go with me.—- £^> God save 
yxmr liiel 

Cost. Have with thee, my ^rl. 

\EamaU Cost, tmd Jaq. 

Nath, Sir^ you have done this in the fear of God^ 
very religiously ; and, as a certain fether saith— - 

Hoi. Sir> teU not me of the fiither, £ do fear 
coloorahle colours. But, to j:etnm ia the vcarsesf^ 
Did they, please you, sir Nadian»U 

Nath, Marvelloas wdl for the poL 

HoL I do dine to-day at* the ^ther^s of a certain 
pc^il of minei where if, bcftas n^ast^ it shafl please 
yoa to gratify the table with a grace, 1 will, on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the focesaid cliiki 
iSr po^, undertake 3roar kit Doiiito; where I wiU 
prove those verses to be very unlearned, neilhet 
savouring of poetzy, wit, nor invention ; I beseech 
your society. 

Nath, And thank jroo too : for society, (saith the 
text,) is the happiness of life.^ 

HoL And, certes,^ the text most va&XEAAy oon« 
dudes it.p— Sir, [To Dull.] I do invite yoa tooi 
you shall not say me, nay: pauca verba. Awayi 
the g^des t^ at their game, and we will to our le^ 
creation. lExeimit 

^. ■-•'.. ■ 

9 In tnith. 
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SCENE III. 

Another part of the same, ,. 
Enter Biron^ with a paper^ 

Birm. The king he is hunting tiiie deer; t am 
coursing myself: they have jntch'd a toil; I am 
toiling in a pitch ; pitch that defiles ; defile ! a foul * 
word. Well, Set thee down, sorrow ! for so, they 
say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the fool. WeU 
proved, wit! By the lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: 
it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a sheep : Well proved 
again on my side ! I will not love : if I do, hang mej 
i*faith, I will not. O, but her eye,— by this light, 
but for her eye, I would not love her; yes, for her 
two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but Be, 
and lie in my throat. By heaven, I do love : and it 
hath taught me to rhyme, and to be melancholy; 
and here is part of my rhyme, and here my melaof* 
choly. WeU, she hath one o' my sonnets already 3 
the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the lady hath 
it: sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady! By 
the world, I would not care a pin if the other three 
were in : Here comes one with a paper ; God give 
him ^ce to groan ! [ Gets ttp into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a paper. 

King, Ah me ! 

Biron. lAside.'] Shot, by heaven ^^Proceed, sweet 
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Capid; thou hast thumped him with thy bird-bolt 
under the left pap : — I'faith secrets. — 

King. [Reads.] So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives 
not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose. 
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays heme smote 

The night of dew that on my cheeks dofwnjkfm: 
Jfor shines the silver moon one haff so bright 

Through the transparent bosom qf the deep, 
^s doth thy face through tears qfmmt give Ught; 

Thou sMn'st in every tear that I do u>eep : 
No drop but as a coach doth carry thee. 

So ridest thou tri&n^hing in my woe; 
Do but behold the tears that sweU in me. 

And they thy glory through thy grirfwiU show: 
But do not love thyself; then thou wUt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep^ 
O queen qf queens, how far dost thou eapcd ! 
No thought can think, nor tongue (f mortal teH.'^ 

How shall she know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves^ shade folly. Who is he comes here? 

[Steps aside* 

Enter Lonoaville^ tmth a paper^ 

.What, I/)ngaville! and reading! listen, ear, 

Biron, Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, ap- 

pe^ ! [Aside. 

Long. Ah me ! I am forsworn. 

Biron, Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing 

papers. [Aside. 
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King. In love> I hope; Sweet fellowship in sbtune ! 

^Aside. 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name;. 

[Aside* 

Long. Am I the first that have been perjur'd so ? 

Biron. {Aside.l I could put thee in comfort ; not 
by two, that I know : 
Thou ipak'st the triumviry, the comer-cap of society. 
The shape of love*8 Tyburn that hangs up simplicity. 

Long, I fear^ these stubborn lines lack power to 
move: 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 

Biron. [^«erfe.] O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid*s hose : 
Disfigure not his slop. 

Long. This same shall go. — 

[He reads the sonnet* 
Did not the heatenly rhetorick of' thine eye 

C Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument,) 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

VowSy for thee broke, deserve not punishment. 
A woman I forswore ; but, I will prove. 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

J7iy grace being gain'd, cures all disgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fcfir sun, which on my earth dost shine, 
ExhaVst this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

Jf broken then, it is no fault of mine ; 
Jfby me broke. What fool is not so wise, 
Tq lose an oath fo win a paradise ? 
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Biron. \AMt^ This is the liver vein, which makes 

flesh a deity ; 
A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatiy. 
Crod amend us, God amend ! we are much out o' the 

way. 

Enter Duma IN, mth a paper* 

Long, By whom. shall I send this? — Company! 
stay. [Stepping aside. 

Biron. lAside."] All hid, all hid, an old infant 
play: 
like a demi-god here sit I in die sky. 
And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o*er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill! O heavens, I have my 

wi3h; 
Dmnain transfonn*d : four woodcocks in a dish ! 
Dum, O most divine Kate ! 
Biron, O most prophane coxcomb ! 

[Aside, 
Dvm. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 
Biron, By earth she is but corporal ^ there you lie. 

[Aside, 
Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber 

coted.' ' 
Biron, An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. 

[Aside, 
Dum, As upright as the cedar. 
Biron, Stoop, I say^ 

Her shoulder is with child. [Asid^> 

Dim, As fair as day. 

■ Outstripped, surpassed. 
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Biron, Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shine. lAside. 

Dvm. O that I had my wish ! 
Long, And I had mine ! 

[Aside* 
King, And I mine too^ good Lord ! IJside* 

Biron, Amen^ so I had diine : Is not that a good 
word ? [A^idt. 

Dum, I would forget her ) but a fever she 
Reigns in mjr bloody and will remembered be, 
Biron. A fever in your bloody why^ then in^ 
cision 
Would let her out in saucers 5 Sweet misprision ! 

[Aside. 
Dum. Once more 1*11 read the ode that I ha^e 

writ. 
Biron, Once more I'll mark how love can vaiy wit. 

[Aside. 
pum. On a day, (alack the day !) 

Love, whose month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom, passing fair. 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind. 
All unseen, *gan passage Jind ; 
That the lover, sick to death. 
Wished himself the heaven^ s breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 
Air, would I miglU triumph so ! 
But alack, my hand is sworn, 
JsCe^er to pluck thee from thy thor^: 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ; 
yputh so apt to pluck a sweety 
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Do not caU it sin in me. 

That I amfqrswoi'n.for thee : 

Thou for whom even Jove wotdd swear, 

Juno but an Ethiop weie ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Twning mortal for thy love,'^ 

This will I send -, and something else more plain. 
That shall express my true love*s fasting pain. 
O, would the King; Biron, and LongavOle, 
Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill. 
Would from my forehead wipe a peijur'd note ; 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 

Long. Dumain, [advancing.'] thy love is far from 

charity. 
That in love's grief desir'st society : 
You may look pale, but I should blush, I know. 
To be overheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, [advancing,'] you blush ; as his 

your case is such ; 
You chide at him, offending twice as much : 
You do not love Maria 5 Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart. 
I have been closely shrouded in this bush. 
And mark*d you both, and for you both did 

blush. 
I heard your guilty rhymes, observ'd your fashion; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ah me ! says one 5 O Jove ! the other cries -, 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's 

eyes: 
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You would for paradise break faith and trodi ; 

[To Long. 
And Jove^ for your love^ would infringe an oath. 

[To DVMAIN. 

What will Biron say, when that he shall hear 
A faith infringed, which such a zeal did swear ? 
How will he scorn ? how will he spend his wit ? 
How will he triumph^ leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 
I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon iue ; 

[Descends from the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to re- 
prove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love > 
Your eyes do make no coaches; in your tears. 
There is no certain princess that appears : 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing j 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not. 
All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot ? . 
You found his mote 3 the king your mote did 

see; 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O, what a scene of foolery I have seen. 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen !* 
O me, with what strict patience have I sat. 
To see a king transformed to a gnat ! , 
To see great Hercules whipping a gigg. 
And profound Solomon to tune a jigg, 

* Crlef. 
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And Nestor play at posh-pin with the boys. 
And ciitick^ Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where lies thy grief, O UA\ me, good DnmsiQ} 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my liege^s ? all about the breast :-<— 
A caudle, ho ! 

Kmg^ Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betny'd thus to tl^ over-vieir ? 

Btran, Not you by me, but I betray'd to yoa ; 
I, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow 1 am engaged in ; 
I am betray'd, by keeping conq>any 
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
.When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute's time 
In pruning^ me ? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 
A leg, a limb?"— 

King. Soft; Whither away so fast? 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so ? 

Btron. I post from love 5 good lover, let me go. 

Enter jAQUENfeTXA and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless the king ! ^ 

King. What present hast thou there } 

Cost. Some certain treason. 
King. What makes treason here ? 

Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 
King. ' If it mar nothing neither. 

The treason, and you, go in peace away toge^er. 

2 Cynic. * In trimming myself. 
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* Jaq, 1 beseech your grace^ let this letter be 

read; 
Our parson misdoubts it ; 'twas treason^ he said. 
King, Biron^ read it over. 

[Giving him the letter* 
Where hadst thou it ? 
Jaq. Of Costard. 
King. Where hadst thou it ? 
Cost, Of Dun Adramadio^ Dun Adramadio. 
King, How now ! What is in you ? why dost thou 

tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy 5 your grace needs 

not fear it* 
Long, It did more him to passion, and therefore 

let's hear it. 
Dum, It is Biron's writings and here is his name. 

[Picks vip tke pieces. 
Biron, Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, [To Cos* 
TARD.] you were born to do me shame.— 
Guilty, my lord, guilty 3 I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Biron, That you three fools lack'd me fool to make 
up the mess : 
He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Dum, Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true ; we are four :— 

Will these turtles be gone ? 

King, Hence, sirs; away. 

Cost, Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. [Exeunt Cost, and Jaq. 
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Biron, Sweet lords, sweet lovers^ O le( us em** 
brace ! 
As true we are, as flesh and blood can be : 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his 
face 5 
Young blood will not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were bom| 
Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 

King. What, did these rent lines show some love 

of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the heaven- 
ly Rosaline, 
That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east. 
Bows not his vassal head 3 and, strucken blind. 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast?; 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven (^ her brow> 
Tliat is not blinded by her majesty ? 
King. What zeal, what farv hath inspired thet 
now ? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 
She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I 

Biron : 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night I 
Of all complexions the cull'd sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity > 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth 
seek» 
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Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues^— 

Fye, painted rhetorick ! O^ she needs it not : 
To things of sale a seller*s praise belongs 3 

She passes praise; then praise too short doth 
blot. 
A wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Mi^t shake off £%, lookiti^ in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-bom. 

And gives the crutch the cradle^s infancy. 
O^ 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine! 
King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebopy. 
Biron, Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 
A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O^ who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack^ 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox ! Black is the badge of hell> 
Hie hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night -, 
And beauty's crest becomes the heavens well. 

Biron* Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of 
light. 
O^ if in black my lady's brows be deckt> 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair^ 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ^ 

Aad therefore is she bom to make black fiur. 
Her £ivour turns the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise. 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

TOL. II. B B 
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Dum, To look like her^ are chimney-sweeperi 

black. 
Long. And, since her time^ are colliers counted 

bright. 
King^ And Ethiops of their sweet complexion 

crack. 
Dum. Dark needs na candles now^ for dark ti 

light. 
Biran. Yonr mistresses dare never come in rain,' 
For fbar their coloors should be wash'd awaj. 
King. Twere good^ yoars did 5 for, sir, to tdl 
you plain, 
I'll find a ftirer fece not washed to-day. 
Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till dooms^day 

here. 
King* No devil will firight tfiee then so nmdi 

as she. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Look, here's thy love: my foot and her 
face see. [Skaanng kit Moe» 

Biron. O, if the streets were paved wi^ thine 
eyes. 
Her feet were much too dainty fer such tread! 
I>um. O vile! then as she goes, what upward 
lies 
Hie street shooM see as she walk*d ova: head. 
King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love > 
Biron. O, nothing so sure; and thereby all for* 

sworn. 
King. Then leave this diat } and, good Kidn, 
now prove 
• Our loving lawful, and our £iith not torn. 
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Dum, Ay, tnBXxy, there >«*-some flattery for this 
evil. 

Lang. O, some authority how to proceed } 
Some tricks^ some quillets^^ haw to cheat the devil. 

Dumi Some salve for petjury. 

Biron^ O, tis more than need ?— » 

Have at you then^ afifisction'^ men at arms : 
Consider^ what you first did swear unto 3^-^ 
To fast, — to itudy^-^'^uid to see no woman 3-^ 
tlat treaioii 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say^ can you fast? your stomachs are too young; 
And abstinence engenders malaxes. 
And where that you have vow*d to study^ lords^ 
In that each of you hath £nrswom his book : 
Can you still dream^ and pore^ and thereon look? 
For when would yoa, my lord^ or you^ or you> 
Have found tiie ground of study's exGeUence^ 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive ? 
They are the ground^ the books, the academes. 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean iire^ 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 
As motion, and long during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now, for not looking on a woman's face. 
You have in that forsworn the use of eyes j 
And study too, the causer of your vow : 
For where is any author in the work^ 
Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye } 

s Law-chicuie. 
B B 2 
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Learning is but an adjunct to oundf^ 

And where we are^ our learning likewise is. 

Then^ when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes. 

Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 

O^ we have made a vow to study, k)rd8 > 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books ; 

For when would you, my li^e, or you, or yoa» 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 

Such fiery numbers, as the promptii^ eyes 

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with ? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

Ajid therefore finding barren practisers. 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes. 

Lives not alone immured in the bram ; 

But with the motion of all elements. 

Courses as swifl as thought in every power; 

And gives to every power a double power. 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye % 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind \ 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound. 

When the suspicious head of theft is stoj^'d; 

Love's feeling is more sofl, and sensible. 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ^ . 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste: 

For valour, is not love a Hercides, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx; as sweet, and musical. 

As bright Apdlo's lute, strung with his hair y 

And, when love speaks, the voice of all the goda 

Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
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Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 
Untill his ink were tempered with love's sighs j 
O, then his lines would ravish savage ears. 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
Tliey sparkle still the right Promethean fire i 
They are the books, the arts, the academes. 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world 3 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent : 
Then fools you were these women to forswear ^ 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love ; 
Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men 5 ^ 
Or for men's sake, the authors of these women; 
Or women's sake, by whom we men are men 3 
Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves. 
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths : 
It is religion to be thus forsworn : 
For charity itself fulfils the law j 
And who can sever love from charity? 

King. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the 
field! 

Biron, Advance your standards, and upon them, 
lords 'j 
PeU-mell, down with them! but be first advis'd. 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long, Now to plain-dealing i lay these glozes by ^ 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ? 

King. And win them too : therefore let us devise ' 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Biron. First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither; 
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Then, homeward, every man attach the band 
Of his fau: mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them^ 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape; 
For revels, dances, maska> and merry hours. 
Fore-run £ur Love, stre^nng her way with flowenu 

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted^ 
That will be time, and may by ^s be fitted. 
Biron. AUotu! Allans I'^-^Sow'd cockle reap*d mi 
com; 
And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn | 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 

[ExemUf 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. Another pari qf the same. 

Bnter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull, 

Hoi. Satis qxiod svffidt. 

Nath. I praise (rod for you, sir: your reasons^ 
lit dinner have been sharp and sententious; pleasant 
without scurrility, witty without affection,'' audaci- 
ous without impudency, learned without opinion^ 
and strange without heresy. I did converse thi^ 
quondam day with a companion of the king's, who is 
intituled, nominated, pr called^ Don Adpano ^ 
Armado. 

Hoi. Nofd hominem tanquam te: His humour i^ 
1p%> Vi» discpurse peremptory, his tongue filedj 

# Discourses* 7 Affi^^tatioOf 
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his e^e ambitioos^ his gait majestical^ and his general 
behavicmr vain^ ridiculous^ and thrasonical,* He it 
too pickedj^ too spruce^ too affected^ too odd^ as it 
were^ too perigrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

[TakeB out Ma tMe-hook* 

Boi. He drawee out the thread of his Teibositj 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such 
fanatical phantasms^ such insociable and point-de« 
vise ' companions ; such rackers of orthography^ as 
to speaks dout^ fine^ when he should say^ doubt 
det^ when he should pronounce^ debt; d^ e, h, t 
not^ d> e^ t: he clepeth a calf^ cauf; half^ hauf 
neighbour, vocatuTj nebour, neigh^ abl^viated, ne 
This is abhominable, (which he would call abomina- 
ble^) it insinuatedi meof insanie) Nemteliigis dommef 
to make frantick^ lunatick. 

Nath. Lout deo, hone inieiligo. 

Hoi. Bone ? bone, for beni: Priscian a little 
•cratdi'd; 'twill serve. 

Enter Armai>Oj Moth^ and Costard. 

Nath. Videsne quis venit f 
Hoi. Vidcty, Sp gawko. 

Arm. Chirra ! [To Moth* 

HoK Quare Chirra, not sirrah ? 
Arm, Men of peace, well encounter'd. 
HoL Most nnlitary sir, salutation. 
Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan- 
guages, and stolen the scraps. [7b Costard aside. 

* Boastful. 9 Over-dresscd* 

> Finical exaetness. 
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Cost, 0> they have lived long in the alms-basket 
of words ! I marvel^ thy master hath not eaten thee 
for a word 3 for thou art not so long by the head as 
honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art easier swallowed 
than a flap-dragon.* 

Moth. Peace; the pea} begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, \To Hol.] are you not lettered? 

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-book :-?» 
What is a, b, speU backward with a horn on his head } 

Hol. 3a, puetitia, with a hopi added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn:— -Yoq 
hear his learning. 
. Hol. Quis, quis, thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them; or the fifth, ifL 

Hol. I will repeat thepa, a, e, i.— - 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it; o, u, 

Arm. Now,^ by the salt wave p£ the Mediterra- 
x^pam, a sweet touch,^ a quick venew of wit : snip, 
snap, quick and home; it rejoiceth my intellect; 
true wit. 

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man 5 which is 
"^t-old. 

Hol. What is the figure ? what is the figure ? 

Moth, Hprns. 

Hol. Thou disputest like an infant: go^ whip 
thy gig. 

Moth. Lend ine your hopi tp make one, and I 
liiriU whip ^bout your ipfamy drchm circd; A gig of 
a cuckold's horn ! 

* A small inflammable substance, swallowed in a glass of 

wine. . 3 ^ bit. 
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Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
siiouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold^ there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy master^ thou half- , 
penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discretion. 
O, an the heavens were so pleased^ that thou wert 
but my bastard ! what a joyful father wouldst thou 
make me ! Go to ; thou hast it ad dunghill, at the 
fingers' ends, as they say. 

HoL O, I smeD false Latin ; dunghill for nnguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, prceaTnbula; we wiH be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at 
the charge-house'* on the top of the mountain? 

Hoi. Or, mons, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

HoL I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and 
affection, to congratulate the princess at her pavilion, 
in the posteriors of this day; which the rude multi- 
tude call, the afternoon. 

HoL The posterior of the day, most generous sir, 
is liable, congruent, and measurable for the after- 
noon: the word is well cull'd, chose; sweet and apt, 
J do assure you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and my . 
familiar, I do assure you, very good friend : — For 
what is inward * between us, let it pass : — ^I do be- 
seech thee, remember thy courtesy ; — ^I beseech thee, 
apparel thy head;— and among other importunate 
and most serious designs,-^— and of great import in- 
deed, too ; — ^but let that pass : — ^for I must tell thee, 
it will please his grace (by the world) sometime to 

♦ FreC'School. ' Confidential. 
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lean upon my poor shoulder j and with his royal 
finger^ thus^ dally with my excrement>^ with my 
mustachio : but sweet hearty let that pass. By the 
worlds I recount no fable 3 some certain special ho* 
Dours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado^ 
a soldier^ a man of travel^ that hath seen the world : 
but let that pass.— The very all of all is, — ^but, sweet 
hearty I do implore secrecy,-— that the king would 
have me present the princess, sweet chuck, ? with 
some delightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or 
antick, or fire-work* Now, understanding that tfaa 
curate and your sw«et self, are good at such erup^ 
dons, and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, 
I have acquainted you withal, to the end to crave 
your assistance. 

Hd. Sir, you shall present before her the mne 
worthies.-"-Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some enter* 
tainment of time, some show in the posterior of this 
day, to be rendered by our assistance,— tiie king^s 
command, and this most gallant, illustrate, and 
ieamed gentleman, — ^before the princess y I say, none 
so fit as to present the nine worthies. 

Nath, Where will you find men worthy enough to 
present them ? 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself 5 myself, or this gallant gen* 
tleman, Judas Maccabaeusj this swain, because of 
his great limb or joint, shall pass Pon^)ey the great; 
the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not qusmtity enough 
for that worthy's thumb : he is not so big as the eo^ 
of his club. 

« Beard. T Chick. 
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HoL Shall I have audience? he shall present Her*- 
.cules in minority : his enter and exit shall be strang- 
ling a snake > and I vil) have an apology for that 
jpurpose. 

Moth, An excellent device ! so^ if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry : well done Hercules I 
now thou crushest the make! that is the way to mako 
^ offence gracious > though few have the grace to 

doit. 

Arm. For the rest of the worthies ?~ 

HoL I will play thr^e mysiaitf. 

Moth. Tbrice-wortby gentleman! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ^ 

Hd. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge' not, an antick. 
I beseech you, follow. 

Hoi. Via,^ goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken no 
word all this while, 

DuU. Nor understood none neither, sir^ 

Hoi. Allans ! we will employ thee. 

Bull. VXL nvstke one in a dance, or so) or I wiQ 
play on the tabor to die worthies, and let them dance 
the hay. 

flol. Most dull, honest Dull> to our sport, away, 

[Exemit^ 

> Suit* f Courage^ ' 
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SCENE n. 

Another part of the fame, Brfore the Frincess't 

Fafdlion. 

Enter the Princess^ Katharine^ Rosalike, and 

Maria. 

Frvn, Sweet hearts^ we shall be rich ere we depv t, 
If fairings cotne thus plentifully in : 
A lady wall*d about with diamonds !-— 
Look you^ what I have from the loving king. 

Ros, Madam^ came nothing else along with that ? 

Frin, Nothing but this ? yes^ as much love in 
rhyme. 
As would be cramm*d up in a sheet of paper^ 
Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all i 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 

Ros. Hiat was the way to make his god-head 
wax 5* 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath, ky, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too* 

Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with him} he kill*d 
your sister, 

Kath, He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ^ 
And so she died : had she been lights like you. 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 
She might have been a grandam ere she died : 
And so may you 3 /or a light heart lives long. 

Ros, What's your dark meaning, mouse,^ of diis 
light word ? 

* Grow. * Formerly a term of endearment. 
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Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Ras. We need more light to find your meaning out* 
Kath. Youll mar the light, by taking it in snufFj' 
Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument. 

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i' the dark* 
Kath. So do not you; for you are a light wench. 
Ros, Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore light. 
Kath. You weigh me not-^, that's you care not 

for me. 
Ros. Great reason; for. Past cure* is still past 

care. 
Prin. Well bandied both; a set of wit well play'd. 
But Rosaline, you have a favour too : 
Who sent it ? and what is it ? 

Ros. 1 would, you knew : 

An if my face were but as fair as yours. 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron : 
The numbers true; and, were the numb'ring too^ 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 
I am compared to twenty thousand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 
Prin, Any thing like ? 

Ros. Much, in the letters; nothing in the praise. 
Pf-in. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 
Kath, Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 
Ros, 'Ware pencils ! How ? let me not die your 
debtor. 
My red dominical, my golden letter : 
O, that your face were not so full of O's ! 
Kath, A pox of that jest ! and beshrew all shrows ! 

3 In anger. 
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Frm. Bat what was sent to ytm from ^r Dtunftia ? 

KntK Bbdsm, tlii» glcyve. 

Trm. Did he not send yxm twain ^ 

JTa^^. Yes^ madam i and moreover. 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover i 
A huge translation of hypocfisjr. 
Vilely compil'd, pro^mid simplicity* 

itfor. llns, and these pearls^ tia m6 sent lon<* 
gaville ; 
The letter is'too long by half a mile. 

Fiiiu I think no less : Dbst thou not wish in hearty 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never put* 

Frin, We are wise girhi, to mock our lov<»B toC 

Fjos. Hiey are worse fools ix3 purchase mockii^ so^ 
That same Bir6n I'D torture ere I go. 
O, that I knew he were but in by the week \ 
How I would make him fawn> and b«^ and seek^ 
And wait the season, and observe the tlmes^ 
And spend his prodigal wits in boodess rhymes; 
And shape his service wholly to my bdiests ; 
And make him proud to make me proud that jestsf 
So portent-like would 1 o'ersway his state. 
That he should be my fool, and I his flm* 

Frm. None are so surely caught^ mi^i they anf 
catch'd. 
As wit tum'd fool : folfy, hi wisdom hatch^d> 
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school | 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fboL 

Ros. The blood of youth bums not with sudi 
excess. 
As gravity's revolt to wantonness. 
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Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note> 
As foolery in the wise^ when wit doth dote | 
Since all the power thereof it doth api^y. 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet, 

Frin, Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in hit ftoe. 

Boyet. 0> I am stabb'd with loughtw ! Whrae't 
her grace ? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet, Prepare, madafn, prepare!—* 

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace: Love doth approach disguis*d, 
Anned in arguments ; you'll be surpris'd: 
Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ^ 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Pnn, Saint Dennis to saint Cupid ! What are they. 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say* 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour : 
When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos*d rest. 
Toward that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions : warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by. 
And overheard what you shall overhear ; 
That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here* 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page> 
That well by heart hath conn*d his embassage : 
Action, and aceent, did they teach him there |f 
Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear: 
And ever and anon they made a doubt. 
Presence majestical would put him out ^ 



372 LOVES LABOUR'S LOST. Mi K 

For, quoth the king, an angel shaU thou see; 

Yet fear not thou, biU speak audaciously. 

The boy reply'd. An angel is not evil; 

I should haxefear'd her, had she been a decile 

With that all laugh'd^ and clapp*d him on the 

shoulder ; 
Mgking the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
One rubb*d his elbow^ thus; and fleer'd^ and swoiej 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another^ with his finger and his thumbs 
Cry'd, Via ! we wUl do't, come what will come .♦ 
The third he caper'd, and cried^ AU goes well: 
The fourth tum*d on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground. 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound. 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 
To check their folly, passion's solenm tears. 

Prin., But what, but what, come they to visit U9? 

Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus,— ^ 
Like Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess. 
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance 3 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin . And will they so ? the gallants shall be task'd:-^ 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd ; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace. 
Despite of suit, to see a lady's face.— - 
Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear; 
And then the king will court thee for his dear; 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine j 
So shall Bir6n take me for Rosaline.— > 
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And change you favours too j so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceived by these removes. 

^Rx>8* Come on then; wear the favours most in 
sight. 

Kath. But, in this changing, what is your intent? 

Frin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs: 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; » 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook 5 and so be mock'd withal. 
Upon the next occasion that we meet. 
With visages displayed, to talk, and greet. 

Ros, But shall we dance, if they desure us to't. 

Prin. No i to the death, we will not move a foot 
Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace; 
But, while 'tis spoke, each tmn away her £ice. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart. 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Fnn, Therefore I do it; and, I make no doubt. 
The r^st will ne*er come in, if he be out. 
There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but Qur own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game; 
And they, well mock'd, depart.away with shame. 

[Trumpets sowtd vntkin. 

Boyet. ThQ trumpet sounds; be mask'd, the 
maskers come. \The ladies mask^ 
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Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dir- 
MAiK, in Rtissian habits, and masked; Moth, 
Musicians and Attendants. 

Moth. All haUy the richest beauties on the earth ! 
B(^et, Beauties no richer than rich tafiata. 
Moth, A Jioly "parcel of the fairest dames, 

[The ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever tunCd their-^acks^^o mortal views ! 
Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Moth. That ever tum*d their eyes to mortal views ! 

Out-^ 
Boyet. Tme; out, indeed. 
Moth. Out qf your favours, heavenly spirits, vouch* 
sqfe 
Not to behold— 
Biron. Once to behold, rogne. 
Moth. Once to behold wUh ycmr swi'-beamed eyes, 
■ I w ith your sun-beamed eyes^^ 

Boyet, They wiU not answer to that epithet | 
You were best call it, danghter-beamed eyes. 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me. 

out. 
JBtrofi. Is this your perfectness? be gone, yon 

rogue. 
Ros. What would these strangers ? know their 
minds, Boyet: 
If they do speak our language, 'tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 
Know what they would. 
Boyet. What would you with the princess ? 
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Biron. Nothing but peace> and gentle visitation. 
Ros. What would they, say they ? 
Boyet. Nothing but peace^ and gentle visitation. 
Ros 4 Why, that they have 5 and bid them so be 

gone* 
Boyet. She says, you have it, and you noay be 

gone. 
King. Say to her, , we have measur'd many nulhs. 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Bayet, They say, that they have measured many a 
mile, * 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Ras, It is not so : ask them, how many inches 
is in one mile : if they have measured many. 
The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur'd 
miles. 
And many miles ; the princess bids you tell. 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron, Tell her, we measure them by weary steps, 
Boyet, She hears herself. 

Ros, How many weary steps. 

Of many weary miles you have overgone. 
Are number*d in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron, We number nothing that we spend for you | 
Our du^ is so rich, so infinite, 
' That we ipay do it still without accon^pt 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your &ce. 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King, Blessed are clouds, to do as such douds do I 

cc2 
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Vouchsafe^ bright moon> and these thy stars^ to 

shine 
(Those clouds remov'd,) upon our wat'iy e3me. 

Ros. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter $ 
Thou now request*st but moonshine in the water. 
King. Then> in our measure do but vouchsafe one 
change : 
Thou bid'st me beg; this begging is not strange. 
Ros. Play, musick> then: nay^^ you must do k 
soon. [Musick plays. 

Not yetj^no dance : — ^thus change I like the moon. 
King. Will you not dance ? How come you thus 

estranged? 
Ros. You took the moon at fidl; but now she's 

changed. 
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man* 
The musick plays; vouchsafe some motion to it* 
Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. 
King. But your legs should do it 

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here by 
chance, 
We'U not be nice : take hands 3— -we will not dance. 
King. Why take we hands then ? 
Ros. Only to part friends :— <» 

Court'sy, sweet hearts 5 and so the measure ends. 
King. More measure of this measure; be not 

nice. 
Ros. We can afibrd no more at such a price. 
King. Prize you yourselves ; What buys your com'* 

pany?- 
ilw. Your absence only. 
^ing. That can i^evcr be. 
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Ros; Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu; 
Twice to your visor^ and half once to you ! 

King. If you deny to dance^ let's hold more 

chat. 
Ros* In private then. 

King, I am best pleas'd with that, 

[They converse apart. 
.: Biran. White-handed mistress^ one sweet word 
with thee. 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is three. 
Biran, Nay then, two ti*eys, (an if you grow so 
nice,) 
Ikietheglin, wort, and malmsey; — ^Well run, dice! 
There's half a dozen sweets, 

Prin, Seventh sweet, adieu I 

Since you can cog,^ I'll play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in secret. 
. Prin, Let it not be sweet 

Biron, Thou griev'st my gall. 
Prin. Gall? bitter. 

. Biran. Therefore meet,' 

[They converse apart. 
Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 

word? 
Mar. Name it. 
Dum. Fair lady,— 

Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord,— • 

Take that for your fair lady, 

Dum. Please it you. 

As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 

[Tfiey cowoerse apart ^ 

4 Falsify dice» lye. 
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Katkf What^ was your visor made without a 

tongue ? 
Lrmg. I know the reason^ lady^ why you ask. 
Kath. O, for your reason! quickly, sirj I long. 
L(mg. You have a double tongue within your 
mask. 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 
Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutchman^-^Is not veal a 

calf? 
Long. A calf, fair lady ? 
Kat^f No, a fair lord calf. 

Long, Let's part the word. 

Kath. No, I'll not be your half: 

Take all, and wean it 5 it may prove an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp 
inocks ! 
Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not bo. 
Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private vnth you, ere I die. 
Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you cry^ 

[They converse apart. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as 
keen 
As is the razor's edge invisible. 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference 5 their conceits have wings. 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thpught, swif^ 
things. 
Ros, Not one word more, my maids 5 break off, 

break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! 
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King. Farewell, mad wenches; you have simple 
wits. 

[Exeunt King, Lords, Moth, Musick and 
Attendants. 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.— 
Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at ? 

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breathf 

pufFd out. 
Ros. Well-liking vrits they have; gross, gross 3 

fat, fat. 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 
Will they not, think you, hang themselves to night? 

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? 
This pert Bir6n was out of countenance quite, 
Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases ! 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good woi-d, 
Prin. Bir6n did swear himself out of all suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword : 
No point, ^ quoth 1 3 my servant straight was mute. 

Kath. Lord LongaviUe said, I came o*er his heart; 
And trow you, what he call'd me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath. Yes, in good faith. 
Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Ros, Well, better wits have worn plain statute«- 
caps.^ 
But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
Kath, And Longaville was for my service bom. 
Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

5 A quibble on the French adverb of negation. 
* Better wits may be found among citizens* 
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Boyef. Madam> and pretty mistresses^ giveeari 
Immediately they will again be here 
Ia their own shapes -, for it can never be. 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return ? 

Boyet, They will, they will, Grod knows | 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore, change favours 3 "^ and, when they repair. 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

Prin, How blow ? how blow ? speak to be under- 
stood* 
. Boyet, Fair ladies, mask*d, are roses in their bud : 
Dismask'd, their damask sweet conmiixture shown. 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do. 
If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Ros» Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd. 
Let's mock them still, as well known, as (Usguis'd: 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Pisguis*d like Muscovites, in shapeless^ gear; 
And wonder, what they were 3 and to what end 
Tlieir shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn'd. 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous. 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw ; the/gallants are at hand. 

Prin, Whip to our tents, as roes run over land. 
lExeunt Prinpess, Ros. Kath, and M/lkia* 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and 
DuMAiN, in their proper habits. 

JSing. Fair sir, (Jod save you ! Where is the princess I 
? Features, countenances. * Uncpptb^ 
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Bayet, Gone to her tent : Please it your majesty. 
Command me any service to her thither ? 

King, That she vouchsafe me audience for one 
word. 

Boyet, I will 5 and so will she, I know, my lord. 

[Exit^ 

Birm, This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 
And utters it again when God doth please : 
He is wit's pedlerj and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels^^ meetings, markets, fairs; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know. 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve 5 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 
He can carve too, and lisp: Why, this is he. 
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy 5 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
T^hat, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms 5 nay, he can sing 
A mean' most meanly ; and, in ushering. 
Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet ; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet: 
This is the flower that smiles on every one. 
To show his teeth as white as whales bone :* 
And consciences, that .will not die in debt, 
J*ay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King, A blister on his sweet tongue, with my 
heart. 
That put Armado's page out of his part ! 

f Rustic merry-meetings. ■ The tenor in musick. 

* The tooth of the horse- whale. 
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Enter f^ Princess, ushered hy Botetj Rosalike, 
Maria, Katharine, and Attendants, 

Biron. See where it comes! — Befaayiour, what 
wert thon. 
Till this man show'd thee ? and what art thou now ? 
King. All hail, sweet madam^ and fair time of 

day! 
Trin. Fair, in all hail, is. foul, as I conceive. 
King, Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Frin, Then wish me better, I will give you 

leave. 
King, We came to visit you 5 and purpose now 
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then« 
Frin* This field shall hold me 5 and so hold your 
vow : • 

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 
King, Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath, 
Trin, You nick-name virtue: vice you should have 
spoke 5 
For virtue*s office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest : 
So much I hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow*d with integrity. 
King, O, you have liv*d in desolation here> 
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Trin, Not so, my lord j it is not so, I swear j 
We have had pastimes here^ and pleasant game i 
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A noess of Russians left us but of late. 

King. How^ madam ? Russians ? 

Vrin, Ay, in truth> my lord j 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state, 

Ros, Madam, speak true : — It is not so, my lord| 
My lady, (to the manner of the days,)^ 
Jn courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 
We four, indeed, confronted here with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay*d an hour. 
And talked apace 3 and in that hour, my lord. 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 
J dare not call them fools \ but this I think. 
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron, This jest is dry to me— Fair, gentle sweet. 
Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye. 
By light we lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 

Ros, This proves you wise and rich 5 for in my eye,— 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Ros, But that you take what doth to you belong. 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron, O, I am yours, and all that I possess. 

jRoj. All the fool mine? 

Biron, I cannot give you less. 

Ros, Which of the visors was it, that you wore? 

Biron. Where? when? what visor? why demand 
you this ? 

Ros. There, then, that visor; that superfluous case. 
That hid the worse, and show'd the better face. 

I 

3 After the fttluon of the times. 
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King. We are descried: they'll mock us ]3k>w 
downright. 
. Dum. Let us confess^ and turn it to a jest. 
Pfin. Amaz'd, my lord ? Why looks your highness 

sad? 
Ros. Help, hold his brows ! he*ll swoon ! Why 
look you pale ? — 
Sea-sick^ I think, coming from Muscovy. 
Birm: Thus pour the stars down plagues for per-* 
jury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer jout ?*-» 
Here stand I^ lady ^ dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scom^ confound me with a 
floutj 
Thrust thy sharp wit qmte through my ignorance; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit j 
And I will wish thee never more to dance. 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O ! never will I trust to speeches penned. 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy*s tongue; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend j* 

Nor woo in rhjrme, like a blind harper's song: 
Tafifata phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three-pilM hyperboles, spruce afi^^tation. 
Figures pedantical -, these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
I do forswear them : ^nd I here protest. 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God 
knows !) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express*d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 

. 4 Mistress. 



Scene II. LOVE'S LABOURS LOST. 38i; 

And^ to begin wench, — so God help me, la !— 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 
Eos. Sans sans, I pray you. 
Biron. , Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — ^bear with me, I am sick j 
I'll leave it by d^rees. Soft, let us see -, — 
Write, Lord have mercy on us, on those three ; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies 5 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
These lords are visited 5 you are not free. 
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. 

Pnn. No, they are free, that gave these tokens to u§. 

Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 

Bos, It is not so 3 For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Biron, Peace 5 for I will not have' to do with jtou. 

Bm, Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

fitron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 

iSiing, Teach us, sweet madam, fox our rude trans* 
gression 
Some fair excuse. 

Pm. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Brin. And were you well advis'd I 

King, I was, fair madam. 

Brin. When you then were here^ 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did respect 
her. 

Brin. When she phall challenge this, you will re- 
ject her. 
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King, Upon mine honour^ no. 

Prin. Feace^ peace, forbear) 

Your oath once broke, you force * not to forswear. 

j^mg. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine* 

Prin. I will ; and therefore keep it :— Rooiiiie^ 
What did die Bussian ^isper in your etar ? 

Am. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me deaf 
As precious eye^sight; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover. 
That he would wed me, or else die nrjr lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold bis word. 

King, What mean you, madam? by my life, my 
troth, ' 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ro8, By heaven, you did 5 and to confirm it plain> 
You gave me this: but take it, sir, again. 

King, My faith, and this, the pnncess I did ^ve; 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin, Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear j 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear :-— 
What j wDl you have me, or your pearl again ? 

Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twain.-— 
I see the trick on't 3 — Here was a consent,^ . 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany,' 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some 

Dick,— 
That smiles his cheek in years 3 and knows the trick 

5 Make no diilicuitjr. 
^ Conspiracy. 7 Buflbon. 
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To make my lady laugh> when she's dispos'd^— - 
Told our intents before : which once disclos'd^ 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we. 
Following the signs, woo*d but the sign of she. 
Now, to our peijury to add more terror. 
We are again forsworn j in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is : — ^And might not you, 

[To BOYET. 

. Forestal our sporty to make us thus imtrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the squire,* 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire^ 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
You put our page out : Go, you are allow*d ; 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your shrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye. 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boi/et. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage^ this career, been run. 

Biron, Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace; I have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost, O Lord, sir, they would know. 
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cost. No, sir) but it is vara fine. 

For every one pursents three. 

Biron, And three times thrice is nine. 

» Rule. 
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Cost. Not so^ sir^ under correction, sir) I hope, it 
is not so : 
You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; we 

know what we know : 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,— 
Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost, Under correction, sir. We know whereuntS 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 

nine. 
Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should get 
your living by reckoning, sir. 
Biron. How much is it } 

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntilit doth amount: 
for my own part, I am, as they say, but to par- 
tect one man,-— e'en one poor man 5 Pompion the 
great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy of 

Pompion the great : for mine own part, I know not 

the degree of the worthy ^ but I am to stand for him. 

Biron. Gro, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir j we will take 

some care. [^Exit Costard. 

King. Biron, they will shame us, let them not ap« 

proach. 
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord :' and 'tis 
some policy 
To have one show worse than the king's and hi8Com« 
pany. 
King. I say, they shall not come. 
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Prm. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you 
now 5 
That sport best pleases, that doth least know how : 
Where seal strives to oonten^ and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents. 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 

Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Armado. 

Jim. Anointed, I implore so much expence of thy 
royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
[Armado converses with the King, and delivers 
him a paper."] 

Prin, Doth this man serve God? 

Biron. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey mo« 
narch : for, I protest, the school-master is exceeding 
fantastical; too, too vain 3 too, too vain: But we 
will put it, as they say, to forttma della gnerra. t 
wish you the peace of mind, most royal couplement ! 

lExit Armado. 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of worthies : 
He presents Hector of Troy 5 the swain, Pompey the 
great 5 ^e parish curate, Alexander 5 Armado's page, 
Hercules 3 the pedant, Jndas Machabaeus. 
And if these four worthies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the other, 
five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

Xing. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so. 

VOL. II. Dj>' 
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Biron. The pedant^ the braggart^ the hedge-priest^ 
the fool, and the boy : — 

Abate a throw at novum $^ and the whole world again. 

Cannot prick ' out five such, take each one in his vein. 

King, The ship is under sail, and here she cornea 

amain. 

{Seats brought far the King, Princess, ^c. 

Pageant of the Nine Worthies* 

Enter Costard arm*d,for Pompej. 

Cost. I Pompey am,' ■ ' 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. / Pompey am , 

Boyet. With libbard*8 head on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker; I must needs be 

friends with thee. 
Cost, r Pompey am, Pompey sitmam*d the big,"^ 
Dum, The great. 

Cost, It is great, air;— Pompey sumasnCd the great; 
That oft injieldy with targe and shield^ did fnake my 

foe to sweat : 
And, travelling along this coast, I here am come by 

chance; 
And lay my arms brfore the legs qf this sweet lass qf 

France, 
If your ladyship would say. Thanks, Pompey, I had 
done. 
Priii. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost. *Ti8 not so much worth) but, I hope, I was 
perfect : I made a little fault in, great. 

9 A game with dice. ■ Pick miU 
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Biron. My h^t to a halfpenny^ Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 

Entci' Nathaniel amCd,for Alexander. 

Nath. When in the world I liv*d, I was the world's 
commander; 
By east, westy north, and south, I spread my conquer^ 

ing might : 
My 'scutcheon plain declares^ that I am Alisander. 
Boyet^ Tour nose sap^ no^ you are not> for it 

stands too right* 
Biron. Your nose smells, no. in this, niost tender* 

smelling knight. 
Frvn. The conqueror is dismayed: Proceed^ good 

Alexander. 
Nath. When in tlie world I liv*d, I was the world's 

commmider;-^ 
Boyct. Most true, 'tis right ; you were so, AU"* 

sander. 
Biron, Pompey the greats 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 
sander. 

Cost. O, sir, [To Nath.] you have overthrown 
Alisander the conqueror! You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds 
his poll-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given to 
A-jax : he will be the ninth worthy. A conqueror, 
and afeard to speak ! run away for shame, Alisander. 
[Nath. retires."] There, an't shall please youj a 
foolish mUd man^ an honest man, look you, and 
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soon dash*d! He is a marvellous good neighbour^ 
insooth \ and a very good bowler : but^ for Alisander, 
alas, you see, how 'tis 3 — a little o'erparted t^-But 
there are worthies a coming will speak their mind in 
some other sort. 
Pm. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

'Enter HoLOFERNES arnCdj for Judas, and Mox.n 

arm' d, for Hercules. 

HoL Grtat Hercules is presented by this imp. 
Whose clttb killed Cerberus,' that three^headtd 
canus; 
And, when he was a babe^ a child, a shrimp. 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manusr 
Quoniam, he seemeth in minority ; 
Ergo, / come with this apology,'-^ 
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. 

lExit Moth. 
H<^. Judas I am,"-^ 
Dum, A Judas! 
Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir,— 
Judas I am, ydeped Machahatus. 
Bum. Judas Machabaeus clipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor:— How art thou prov*d 

Judas ? 
HoL Judas I am,-^" 
Dums The more shame for you, Judas* 
Hoi. What mean you, sir ? 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 
Hol^ Begin, sir; you are my elder. 
Biron. Well followed: Judas was bang*d on an 
elder. 
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HoL I will not be put out of countenance^ 

Biron. Because thou hast no face. 

Hoi. What is this ? 

Boyet. A cittern head, 

Dmn. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A. death's face in a ring. 

Long. The face of an old Roman com^ scarce seen. 

Boyet, The pummel of Caesar's faulchion. 

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask.^ 

Biron, St* George's half-cheek in a brooch.' 

Dum, Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron, Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer : 
And now, forward j for we have put thee in coun- 
tenance. 

HoL You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron, False; we have given thee faces. 

HoL But you have out-fac'd them all. 

Biron, An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 
And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ? 

Dum, For the latter end of his name. 

Biron, For the ass to the Judej give it him:— 
Jud-as, away. 

HoL This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boyet, A light for monsieur Judas : it grows dark, 
he may stumble. 

Brin, Alas, poor Machabseus, how hath he been 
baited ! 

2 A soldier's powder-horn. 
3 An ornamental buckle for fastening hat-bands, kc. 
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Enter Arm ado arm* d, for Hector. 

Biron, Hide thy head^ Achilles; here comes Hector 
in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me^ I 
will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Dim. I thinks Hector was not so clean-timber*d. 

Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Dum. More calf;» certain. 

Boyet, No; he is best indued in the small. 
' Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Dum, He*s a god or a painter; for he makes faces. 

Arm. The amdpotent Mars, of lances^ the almghty, 
Gave Hector a gift, — 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

Arm. Peace. 
The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir qf Hum ; 
A man so breathed, that certain he would fight, yea 

. From morn till night, out qf his pamUon, 
I am thatfiower,'-^ 

Dum. That mint. 

. Long. That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein; for it runs 

ainst Hector. 

4 Lanee-raen 
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Dum, Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 
Arm, The sweet war-man is dead and rotten $ 
sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried: 
when he breath'd, he was a man — ^But I will for- 
ward with my device : Sweet royalty, [to the Prin- 
cess.] bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

[BiRON xoMspa's Costard. 
Prin, Speak, brave Hector 5 we are much de- 
lighted. 
-Jrm, I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 
Boyet, Loves her by the foot. 
Dum. He may not by the yard. 
Arm. This Hector far surmounted Hannibal ^'-^ 
Cost. The party is gone, fellow Jlector, she ig 
gone; she is two months on her way. 
Arm. What meanest thou ? 
Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, 
the poor wench is cast away : she's ^uick ; the child 
brags in her belly already; 'tis yours. 

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentate^ ? 

thou shalt die. 
Cost, Then shall Hector be whipp'd, for Jaque- 
netta that is quick by him; and hang'd, for Pompey 
that is dead by him. 

Dum, Most rare Pompey ! 
Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 
Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pomr 
pey ! Pompey the huge ! 
Dum, Hector trembles. 

Biron, Pompey is mov*d: — ^More Ates,* more 
Ates 3 stir them on! stir them on ! 

s Ate was the goddess of discord. 
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Dum, Hector wiU challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man*g blood in's 
belly than will sup a flea* 

Jrm. By the north pole> I do challenge thee. 

Cost, I will not fight with a pole^ like a northern 
man)* III slash; 1*11 do it by the sword:— ^I prajr 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incensed worthies^ 

Cost. I'll do it in my shirt. 

Dum, Most resolute Fompey ! 

Moth, Master, let me take you a button-hole 
lower. Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for the 
combat? What mean you? you will lose your re- 
putation. 

Arm, Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon mp} 1 will 
not combat in my shirt. 

Dum. You may not deny it ; Pompey hath made 
file challenge. 

Arm, Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron, What reason have you for*t } 

Arm, The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt 5 I 
go woolward ' for penance. 

Boyet, True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for 
want of linen : since when, I'll be sworn, he wore 
none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta*9 ) and that 'a 
wears next his heart, for a favour. 

Enter Mercade. 

Mer, God save you, madam ! 
,' Prin. Welcome, Mercade; 
But that thou interrupt' st our merriment. 

♦ A clown. 7 Clothed in wool, without linen. 
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Mer. I am sorry, madara 5 for the news I bring. 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father— ^ 

Prin, Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so 5 my tale is told. 

Birotf, Worthies-, away 3 the scene begins to cloud* 

At-m. For mine^ own part, I breathe free breath: 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole 
of discretion, and I will right myself like a sddier. 

lExcunt Worthies. 

King, How fares your majesty ? 

Prin, Boyet, prepare 5 I will away to-night. 

King, Madam, not so 5 I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin. Prepare, I say. — ^I thank you, gracious lords. 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat. 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide. 
The liberal^ opposition of our spirits : 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — Farewell, worthy lord ! 
A heavy heart bears not an* humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtained. 

King. The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love. 
The holy suit which fain it would convince j 
Yet, since love's argument was first on foot, 

' Free to excess. 
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Let not the doud of sorrow justle it 

From what it purposM; since^ to wail friends lost^ 

Is not by much so wholesome^ profitable^ 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Frin. I understand you not 5 my griefs are double. 

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of 
grief 3— 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Flay'd foul play with our oaths; your beauty^ 

ladies. 
Hath much deformed us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents : 
And what in us hath seem*d ridiculous,—- 
As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 
All wanton as a child, sldpping, and vain ; 
Form*d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of fonns^ 
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 
Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyQSy 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities. 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults^ 
Suggested^ us to make : Therefore, ladies. 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false^ 
By beii^g once false for ever to be true 
' To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you • 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin 
Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

9 Tempted. 
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PHn. We have receiv*d your letters, full of love ; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love } 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy. 
As bombast, and as lining to the ^me : 
But more devout than this, in our respects. 
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Dum. Our letters, madam, show*d much more 
than jest. 

Lang. So did our looks. 

Ros. We did not quote' them so. 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour. 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. 'A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in : 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much. 
Full of dear guiltiness $ and, therefore this,^ 
If for my love (as there is no such cause) 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 
Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage. 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning : 
If this austere insociable life 
Change hot your offer made in heat of blood 5 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds/ 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love. 
But that it bear this trial, and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 

« Regard. * Clothing.' 
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CSome challenge^ challenge iQe by these deserts^ 
And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 
I will be thine j and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house ; 
Eaining the tears of lamentation, ' 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 
Neither intitled in the other's heart. ' 

King, If this, or more than this, I would deny, • 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest, 
TKe sudden hand of death close up nnne eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 

Birm, And what to me, my love ? and what to 
me ? 

Res> You must be purged too, your sins are rank; 
You are attaint with faults and peijury 5 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest. 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum, But what to me, my love ? but what to me? 

Kath. A wife ! — ^A beard, fair health, and honesty | 
"With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum, O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife? 

Kath. Not so, my lord 5 — 2l twelvemonth and a day 
ril mark no words that smooth-fac*d wooers say: 
Come when the king doth to my lady come. 
Then, if I have much love, I'll give yon some. 

Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath, Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 

Lmig, What says Maria ? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth'js end, 

rU change my black gown for a faithful friend. 
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Long. Til stay with patience; but the time is long. 

Mar. The liker you j few taller are so youi^. 

Biron. Studies my lady ? mistress look on me^ 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye. 
What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 
Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my lord BirSn, 
Before. I saw you: and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 
'Which you on all estates will execute. 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful braia^ 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be. 
With all the fierce' endeavour of your wit. 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of 
death ? 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit. 
Whose influence is begot of that loose giace. 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jest's prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears. 
Deaf 'd with the clamours of their own dear ^ groans, 

3 Vehement. 4 immediate. 
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Will hear your idle scorns, continue then. 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit. 
And I shall find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biron, A twelvemonth ? well, befel what will befal^ 
1*11 jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord^ and so I take my leave. 

[To the King. 

King. No, madam : we will bring you on your 
way, 

Biron» Our wooing doth not end like an old play } 
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies* courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a 
day. 
And then 'twill end* 

Biron- That's too long for a play. 

Enter Arm a do. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,^ 

Prin. Waa not that Hector ? 

Dum. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave ; 
I am a votary 3 I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, 
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue 
that the two learned men have compiled, in praise 
of the owl and the cuckoo ? it should have followed 
in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 

Arm. Holla! approach. 
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Enter Holopernes, Nathaniel, Moth^ 
Costard, and others. 

This side is Hiems, virinter; this Ver, the spring; the 
one maintained by the owl, the other bj the cuckoo. 
Ver, begin. 

SONG. 

Spring. When daisies pied, and violets blue. 
And lady-smocks all silvcr-white. 
And cuckoo'buds of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows with delight. 
The cuckoo then, on eoery tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo; 
CuckoOy cuckoo,^^ word qffear^ 
Unpleasing to a married ear! 

IL 

Whtn Shepherds pipe on oaten straws. 
And merry larks are ploughmen* s clocks. 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks. 

The cuckoo then, on eoery tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 
Cuckoo ; 

CuckoOy cuckooj-^^ word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

III. 

Winter. When icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail. 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pailf 
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I 

When blood is nipped, and ways befoul. 
Then nightfi/ sings the staring owl, 

To-wko ; 
Tu'ii'hit, to-wko,^ a merry note^ 
While greasy Joan doth kceP the pot/ 

IV. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the parson* s saw. 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw. 
When roasted crabs ^ hiss in the bowl. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To^who ; 
To'wkit, to^who, a merry nofe^ 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Arm, The words of Mercury are harsh after the 
•ongs of Apollo. You, that wayj we, this way. 

[Exeunt, 

In this play, which all the editors hare concurred to censure* 
and some have rejected as unworthy of our poet, it must be 
confessed that there are many passages mean, childish, and 
vulgar ; and some which ought not to have been exhibited, as 
we are told they were, to a maiden queen. But there are 
scattered through the whole many sparks of genius ; nor is 
* there any play that has more evident marks of the hand of 
'Shalc^peare. Johnson. 

« Cool. • Wild apples. ' 
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